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Immediatism 


M 


All experience is mediated--by the mechanisms of sense perception, mentation, language, etc.--& 
certainly all art consists of some further mediation of experience. 


ii. 


However, mediation takes place by degrees. Some experiences (smell, taste, sexual pleasure, etc.) are 
less mediated than others (reading a book, looking through a telescope, listening to a record). Some 
media, especially "live" arts such as dance, theater, musical or bardic performance, are less mediated 
than others such as TV, CDs, Virtual Reality. Even among the media usually called "media," some are 
more & others are less mediated, according to the intensity of imaginative participation they demand. 
Print & radio demand more of the imagination, film less, TV even less, VR the least of all--so far. 


iii. 


For art, the intervention of Capital always signals a further degree of mediation. To say that art is 
commodified is to say that a mediation, or standing-in-between, has occurred, & that this betweenness 
amounts to a split, & that this split amounts to "alienation." Improv music played by friends at home is 
less "alienated" than music played "live" at the Met, or music played through media (whether PBS or 
MTV or Walkman). In fact, an argument could be made that music distributed free or at cost on cassette 
via mail is LESS alienated than live music played at some huge We Are The World spectacle or Las 
Vegas niteclub, even though the latter is live music played to a live audience (or at least so it appears), 


while the former is recorded music consumed by distant & even anonymous listeners. 


iv. 


The tendency of Hi Tech, & the tendency of Late Capitalism, both impel the arts farther & farther into 
extreme forms of mediation. Both widen the gulf between the production & consumption of art , with a 


corresponding increase in "alienation." 


With the disappearance of a "mainstream" & therefore of an "avant-garde" in the arts, it has been 
noticed that all the more advanced & intense art-experiences have been recuperable almost instantly by 
the media, & thus are rendered into trash like all other trash in the ghostly world of commodities. 
"Trash, " as the term was redefined in, let's say, Baltimore in the 1970s, can be good fun--as an ironic 
take on a sort of inadvertent folkultur that surrounds & pervades the more unconscious regions of 
"popular" sensibility--which in turn is produced in part by the Spectacle. "Trash" was once a fresh 
concept, with radical potential. By now, however, amidst the ruins of Post-Modernism, it has finally 
begun to stink. Ironic frivolity finally becomes disgusting. Is it possible now to BE SERIOUS BUT 
NOT SOBER? (Note: The New Sobriety is of course simply the flipside of the New Frivolity. Chic neo- 
puritanism carries the taint of Reaction, in just the same way that postmodernist philosophical irony & 
despair lead to Reaction. The Purge Society is the same as the Binge Society. After the "12 steps" of 
trendy renunciation in the '90s, all that remains is the 13th step of the gallows. Irony may have become 


boring, but self-mutilation was never more than an abyss. Down with frivolity--Down with sobriety.) 


Everything delicate & beautiful, from Surrealism to Break-dancing, ends up as fodder for McDeath's 
ads; 15 minutes later all the magic has been sucked out, & the art itself dead as a dried locust. The 
media-wizards, who are nothing if not postmodernists, have even begun to feed on the vitality of 
"Trash," like vultures regurgitating & re-consuming the same carrion, in an obscene ecstasy of self- 


referentiality. Which way to the Egress? 


vi. 


Real art is play, & play is one of the most immediate of all experiences. Those who have cultivated the 
pleasure of play cannot be expected to give it up simply to make a political point (as in an "Art Strike, " 
or "the suppression without the realization" of art, etc.). Art will go on, in somewhat the same sense that 


breathing, eating, or fucking will go on. 


vii. 


Nevertheless, we are repelled by the extreme alienation of the arts, especially in "the media," in 
commercial publishing & galleries, in the recording "industry," etc. And we sometimes worry even 
about the extent to which our very involvement in such arts as writing, painting, or music implicates us 
in a nasty abstraction, a removal from immediate experience. We miss the directness of play (our 


original kick in doing art in the first place); we miss smell, taste, touch, the feel of bodies in motion. 


viii. 


Computers, video, radio, printing presses, synthesizers, fax machines, tape recorders, photocopiers-- 
these things make good toys, but terrible addictions. Finally we realize we cannot "reach out and touch 
someone" who is not present in the flesh. These media may be useful to our art--but they must not 
possess us, nor must they stand between, mediate, or separate us from our animal/animate selves. We 
want to control our media, not be Controlled by them. And we should like to remember a certain 


psychic martial art which stresses the realization that the body itself is the least mediated of all media. 


ix. 


Therefore, as artists & "cultural workers" who have no intention of giving up activity in our chosen 
media, we nevertheless demand of ourselves an extreme awareness of immediacy , as well as the 
mastery of some direct means of implementing this awareness as play, immediately (at once) & 


immediately (without mediation). 


Fully realizing that any art "manifesto" written today can only stink of the same bitter irony it seeks to 
oppose, we nevertheless declare without hesitation (without too much thought) the founding of a 
"movement," IMMEDIATISM. We feel free to do so because we intend to practice Immediatism in 
secret, in order to avoid any contamination of mediation. Publicly we'll continue our work in 
publishing, radio, printing, music, etc., but privately we will create something else, something to be 
shared freely but never consumed passively, something which can be discussed openly but never 
understood by the agents of alienation, something with no commercial potential yet valuable beyond 
price, something occult yet woven completely into the fabric of our everyday lives. 


xi. 


Immediatism is not a movement in the sense of an aesthetic program. It depends on situation, not style 
or content, message or School. It may take the form of any kind of creative play which can be 
performed by two or more people, by & for themselves, face-to-face & together. In this sense it is like a 
game, & therefore certain "rules" may apply. 


xii. 


All spectators must also be performers. All expenses are to be shared, & all products which may result 
from the play are also to be shared by the participants only (who may keep them or bestow them as 
gifts, but should not sell them). The best games will make little or no use of obvious forms of mediation 
such as photography, recording, printing, etc., but will tend toward immediate techniques involving 


physical presence, direct communication, & the senses. 


xiii. 


An obvious matrix for Immediatism is the party. Thus a good meal could be an Immediatist art project, 
especially if everyone present cooked as well as ate. Ancient Chinese & Japanese on misty autumn days 
would hold odor parties, where each guest would bring a homemade incense or perfume. At linked- 
verse parties a faulty couplet would entail the penalty of a glass of wine. Quilting bees, tableaux 
vivants, exquisite corpses, rituals of conviviality like Fourier's "Museum Orgy" (erotic costumes, poses, 
& skits), live music & dance--the past can be ransacked for appropriate forms, & imagination will 
supply more. 


xiv. 


The difference between a 19th century quilting bee, for example, & an Immediatist quilting bee would 
lie in our awareness of the practice of Immediatism as a response to the sorrows of alienation & the 
"death of art." 


XV. 


The mail art of the '70s & the zine scene of the '80s were attempts to go beyond the mediation of art-as- 
commodity, & may be considered ancestors of Immediatism. However, they preserved the mediated 
structures of postal communication & xerography, & thus failed to overcome the isolation of the 
players, who remained quite literally out of touch. We wish to take the motives & discoveries of these 
earlier movements to their logical conclusion in an art which banishes all mediation & alienation, at 
least to the extent that the human condition allows. 


xvi. 


Moreover, Immediatism is not condemned to powerlessness in the world, simply because it avoids the 
publicity of the marketplace. "Poetic Terrorism" and "Art Sabotage" are quite logical manifestations of 
Immediatism. 


xvii. 


Finally, we expect that the practice of Immediatism will release within us vast storehouses of forgotten 
power, which will not only transform our lives through the secret realization of unmediated play, but 
will also inescapably well up & burst out & permeate the other art we create, the more public & 
mediated art. 


And we hope that the two will grow closer & closer, & eventually perhaps become one. 


The Tong 


A 


The mandarins draw their power from the law; 
the people, from the secret societies. (Chinese saying) 


Last winter I read a book on the Chinese Tongs (Primitive Revolutionaries of China: A Study of Secret 
Societies in the Late Nineteenth Century, Fei-Ling Davis; Honolulu, 1971-77):--maybe the first ever 
written by someone who wasn't a British Secret Service agent!--(in fact, she was a Chinese socialist 
who died young--this was her only book)--& for the first time I realized why I've always been attracted 
to the Tong: not just for the romanticism, the elegant decadent chinoiserie decor, as it were--but also for 
the form, the structure, the very essence of the thing. 


Some time later in an excellent interview with William Burroughs in Homocore magazine I 
discovered that he too has become fascinated with Tongs & suggests the form as a perfect mode of 
organization for queers, particularly in this present era of shitheel moralism & hysteria. I'd agree, & 
extend the recommendation to all marginal groups, especially ones whose jouissance involves 
illegalism (potheads, sex heretics, insurrectionists) or extreme eccentricity (nudists, pagans, post-avant- 
garde artists, etc., etc.). 


A Tong can perhaps be defined as a mutual benefit society for people with a common interest which 
is illegal or dangerously marginal--hence, the necessary secrecy. Many Chinese Tongs revolved around 
smuggling & tax-evasion, or clandestine self-control of certain trades (in opposition to State control), or 
insurrectionary political or religious aims (overthrow of the Manchus for example--several tongs 
collaborated with the Anarchists in the 1911 Revolution). 


A common purpose of the tongs was to collect & invest membership dues & initiation fees in 
insurance funds for the indigent, unemployed, widows & orphans of deceased members, funeral 
expenses, etc. In an era like ours when the poor are caught between the cancerous Scylla of the 
Insurance Industry & the fast-evaporating Charybdis of welfare & public health services, this purpose 
of the Secret Society might well regain its appeal. (Masonic lodges were organized on this basis, as 
were the early & illegal trade unions & "chivalric orders" for laborers & artisans.) Another universal 
purpose for such societies was of course conviviality, especially banqueting--but even this apparently 
innocuous pastime can acquire insurrectionary implications. In the various French revolutions, for 
example, dining clubs frequently took on the role of radical organizations when all other forms of 
public meeting were banned. 


Recently I talked about tongs with "P.M.," author of bolo'bolo (Semiotext(e) Foreign Agents 
Series). I argued that secret societies are once again a valid possibility for groups seeking autonomy & 
individual realization. He disagreed, but not (as I expected) because of the "elitist" connotations of 
secrecy. He felt that such organizational forms work best for already-close-knit groups with strong 
economic, ethnic/regional, or religious ties--conditions which do not exist (or exist only embryonically) 
in today's marginal scene. He proposed instead the establishment of multi-purpose neighborhood 
centers, with expenses to be shared by various special-interest groups & small-entrepreneurial concerns 
(craftspeople, coffeehouses, performance spaces, etc.). Such large centers would require official status 
(State recognition), but would obviously become foci for all sorts of non-official activity--black 


markets, temporary organization for "protest" or insurrectionary action, uncontrolled "leisure" & 
unmonitored conviviality, etc. 


m 


In response to "P.M. "s critique I have not abandoned but rather modified my concept of what a 
modern Tong might be. The intensely hierarchical structure of the traditional tong would obviously not 
work, although some of the forms could be saved & used in the same way titles & honors are used in 
our "free religions" (or "weird" religions, "joke" religions, anarcho-neo-pagan cults, etc.). Non- 
hierarchic organization appeals to us, but so too does ritual, incense, the delightful bombast of occult 
orders--"Tong Aesthetics" you might call it--so why shouldn't we have our cake & eat it too?-- 
(especially if it's Moroccan majoun or baba au absinthe--something a bit forbidden!). Among other 
things, the Tong should be a work of art. 


The strict traditional rule of secrecy also needs modification. Nowadays anything which evades the 
idiot gaze of publicity is already virtually secret. Most modern people seem unable to believe in the 
reality of something they never see on television --therefore to escape being televisualized is already to 
be quasi-invisible. Moreover, that which is seen through the mediation of the media becomes somehow 
unreal, & loses its power (I won't bother to defend this thesis but simply refer the reader to a train of 
thought which leads from Nietzsche to Benjamin to Bataille to Barthes to Foucault to Baudrillard). By 
contrast, perhaps that which is unseen retains its reality, its rootedness in everyday life & therefore in 
the possibility of the marvelous. 


So the modern Tong cannot be elitist--but there's no reason it can't be choosy. Many non- 
authoritarian organizations have foundered on the dubious principle of open membership, which 
frequently leads to a preponderance of assholes, yahoos, spoilers, whining neurotics, & police agents. If 
a Tong is organized around a special interest (especially an illegal or risky or marginal interest) it 
certainly has the right to compose itself according to the "affinity group" principle. If secrecy means (a) 
avoiding publicity & (b) vetting possible members, the "secret society" can scarcely be accused of 
violating anarchist principles. In fact, such societies have a long & honorable history in the anti- 
authoritarian movement, from Proudhon's dream of re-animating the Holy Vehm as a kind of "People's 
Justice," to Bakunin's various schemes, to Durutti's "Wanderers." We ought not to allow marxist 
historians to convince us that such expedients are "primitive" & have therefore been left behind by 
"History." The absoluteness of "History" is at best a dubious proposition. We are not interested in a 
return to the primitive, but in a return OF the primitive, inasmuch as the primitive is the "repressed." 


In the old days secret societies would appear in times & spaces forbidden by the State, i.e. where & 
when people are kept apart by law. In our times people are usually not kept apart by law but by 
mediation & alienation (see Part 1, "Immediatism"). Secrecy therefore becomes an avoidance of 


mediation, while conviviality changes from a secondary to a primary purpose of the "secret society." 
Simply to meet together face-to-face is already an action against the forces which oppress us by 
isolation, by loneliness, by the trance of media. 


In a society which enforces a schizoid split between Work & Leisure, we have all experienced the 
trivialization of our "free time," time which is organized neither as work nor as leisure. ("Vacation " 
once meant "empty" time--now it signifies time which is organized & filled by the industry of leisure.) 
The "secret" purpose of conviviality in the secret society then becomes the self-structuring & auto- 
valorization of free time. Most parties are devoted only to loud music & too much booze, not because 
we enjoy them but because the Empire of Work has imbued us with the feeling that empty time is 
wasted time. The idea of throwing a party to, say, make a quilt or sing madrigals together, seems 
hopelessly outdated. But the modern Tong will find it both necessary & enjoyable to seize back free 
time from the commodity world & devote it to shared creation, to play. 


I know of several societies organized along these lines already, but I'm certainly not going to blow 
their secrecy by discussing them in print. There are some people who do not need fifteen seconds on the 
Evening News to validate their existence. Of course, the marginal press and radio (the only media in 
which this sermonette will appear) are practically invisible anyway--certainly still quite opaque to the 
gaze of Control. Nevertheless, there's the principle of the thing: secrets should be respected. Not 
everyone needs to know everything! What the 20th century lacks most--& needs most--is tact. We wish 
to replace democratic epistemology with "dada epistemology" (Feyerabend). Either you're on the bus or 
you're not on the bus. 


Some will call this an elitist attitude, but it is not--at least not in the C. Wright Mills sense of the 
word: that is, a small group which exercises power over non-insiders for its own aggrandizement. 
Immediatism does not concern itself with power-relations;--it desires neither to be ruled nor to rule. The 
contemporary Tong therefore finds no pleasure in the degeneration of institutions into conspiracies. It 
wants power for its own purposes of mutuality. It is a free association of individuals who have chosen 
each other as the subjects of the group's generosity, its "expansiveness" (to use a sufi term). If this 
amounts to some kind of "elitism," then so be it. 


If Immediatism begins with groups of friends trying not just to overcome isolation but also to 
enhance each other's lives, soon it will want to take a more complex shape:--nuclei of mutually-self- 
chosen allies, working (playing) to occupy more & more time & space outside all mediated structure & 
control. Then it will want to become a horizontal network of such autonomous groups--then, a 
"tendency" --then, a "movement"--& then, a kinetic web of "temporary autonomous zones." At last it 
will strive to become the kernel of a new society, giving birth to itself within the corrupt shell of the 
old. For all these purposes the secret society promises to provide a useful framework of protective 
clandestinity--a cloak of invisibility that will have to be dropped only in the event of some final 
showdown with the Babylon of Mediation... 


Prepare for the Tong Wars! 
Immediatism vs Capitalism 


Many monsters stand between us & the realization of Immediatist goals. For instance our own 
ingrained unconscious alienation might all too easily be mistaken for a virtue, especially when 
contrasted with crypto-authoritarian pap passed off as "community," or with various upscale versions of 
"leisure." Isn't it natural to take the dandyism noir of curmudgeonly hermits for some kind of heroic 
Individualism, when the only visible contrast is Club Med commodity socialism, or the gemutlich 
masochism of the Victim Cults? To be doomed & cool naturally appeals more to noble souls than to be 
saved & cozy. 


Immediatism means to enhance individuals by providing a matrix of friendship, not to belittle them 
by sacrificing their "ownness" to group-think, leftist self-abnegation, or New Age clone-values. What 
must be overcome is not individuality per se, but rather the addiction to bitter loneliness which 
characterizes consciousness in the 20th century (which is by & large not much more than a re-run of the 
19th). 


Far more dangerous than any inner monster of (what might be called) "negative selfishness," 
however, is the outward, very real & utterly objective monster of too-Late Capitalism. The marxists (R. 
I.P.) had their own version of how this worked, but here we are not concerned with abstract/dialectical 
analyses of labor-value or class structure (even though these may still require analysis, & even more so 
since the "death" or "disappearance" of Communism). Instead we'd like to point out specific tactical 


dangers facing any Immediatist project. 


1. Capitalism only supports certain kinds of groups, the nuclear family for example, or 
"the people I know at my job," because such groups are already self-alienated & 
hooked into the Work/Consume/Die structure. Other kinds of groups may be allowed, but 
will lack all support from the societal structure, & thus find themselves facing grotesque 
challenges & difficulties which appear under the guise of "bad luck." 


The first & most innocent-seeming obstacle to any Immediatist project will be the 
"busyness" or "need to make a living" faced by each of its associates. However there is no 
real innocence here--only our profound ignorance of the ways in which Capitalism itself is 
organized to prevent all genuine conviviality. 


No sooner have a group of friends begun to visualize immediate goals realizable only 
thru solidarity & cooperation, then suddenly one of them will be offered a "good" job in 
Cincinnati or teaching English in Taiwan--or else have to move back to California to care for 
a dying parent--or else they'll lose the "good" job they already have & be reduced to a state 
of misery which precludes their very enjoyment of the group's project or goals (i.e. they'll 


become "depressed" ). At the most mundane-seeming level, the group will fail to agree on a 
day of the week for meetings because everyone is "busy." But this is not mundane. It's sheer 
cosmic evil. We whip ourselves into froths of indignation over "oppression" & "unjust laws" 
when in fact these abstractions have little impact on our daily lives--while that which really 
makes us miserable goes unnoticed, written off to "busyness" or "distraction" or even to the 
nature of reality itself ("Well, I can't live without a job! "). 


Yes, perhaps it's true we can't "live" without a job--although I hope we're grown-up 
enough to know the difference between life & the accumulation of a bunch of fucking 
gadgets. Still, we must constantly remind ourselves (since our culture won't do it for us) that 
this monster called WORK remains the precise & exact target of our rebellious wrath, the 
one single most oppressive reality we face (& we must learn also to recognize Work when 
it's disguised as "leisure". 


To be "too busy" for the Immediatist project is to miss the very essence of Immediatism. 
To struggle to come together every Monday night (or whatever), in the teeth of the gale of 
busyness, or family, or invitations to stupid parties--that struggle is already Immediatism 
itself. Succeed in actually physically meeting face-to-face with a group which is not your 
spouse-&-kids, or the "guys from my job," or your 12-Step Program--& you have already 
achieved virtually everything Immediatism yearns for. An actual project will arise almost 
spontaneously out of this successful slap-in-the-face of the social norm of alienated 
boredom. Outwardly, of course, the project will seem to be the group's purpose, its motive 
for coming together--but in fact the opposite is true. We're not kidding or indulging in 
hyperbole when we insist that meeting face-to-face is already "the revolution." Attain it & 
the creativity part comes naturally; like "the kingdom of heaven" it will be added unto you. 
Of course it will be horribly difficult--why else would we have spent the last decade trying to 
construct our "bohemia in the mail," if it were easy to have it in some quartier latin or rural 
commune? The rat-bastard Capitalist scum who are telling you to "reach out and touch 
someone" with a telephone or "be there!" (where? alone in front of a goddam television??)-- 
these lovecrafty suckers are trying to turn you into a scrunched-up blood-drained pathetic 
crippled little cog in the death-machine of the human soul (& let's not have any theological 
quibbles about what we mean by "soul"!). Fight them--by meeting with friends, not to 
consume or produce, but to enjoy friendship--& you will have triumphed (at least for a 
moment) over the most pernicious conspiracy in EuroAmerican society today--the 
conspiracy to turn you into a living corpse galvanized by prosthesis & the terror of scarcity-- 
to turn you into a spook haunting your own brain. This is not a petty matter! This is a 


question of failure or triumph! 


If busyness & fissipation are the first potential failures of Immediatism, we cannot say 
that its triumph should be equated with "success." The second major threat to our project 
can quite simply be described as the tragic success of the project itself. Let's say we've 
overcome physical alienation & have actually met, developed our project, & created 
something (a quilt, a banquet, a play, a bit of eco-sabotage, etc.). Unless we keep it an 
absolute secret--which is probably impossible & in any case would constitute a somewhat 
poisonous selfishness--other people will hear of it (other people from hell, to paraphrase the 
existentialists)--& among these other people, some will be agents (conscious or unconscious, 
it doesn't matter) of too-Late Capitalism. The Spectacle--or whatever has replaced it since 
1968--is above all empty. It fuels itself by the constant Moloch-like gulping-down of 
everyone's creative powers & ideas. It's more desperate for your "radical subjectivity " than 
any vampire or cop for your blood. It wants your creativity much more even than you want it 
yourself. It would die unless you desired it, & you will only desire it if it seems to offer you 
the very desires you dreamed, alone in your lonely genius, disguised & sold back to you as 
commodities. Ah, the metaphysical shenanigans of objects! (or words to that effect, Marx 
cited by Benjamin). 


Suddenly it will appear to you (as if a demon had whispered it in your ear) that the 
Immediatist art you've created is so good, so fresh, so original, so strong compared to all the 
crap on the "market" --so pure--that you could water it down & sell it, & make a living at it, 
so you could all knock off WORK, buy a farm in the country, & do art together forever after. 
And perhaps it's true. You could... after all, you're geniuses. But it'd be better to fly to Hawaii 
& throw yourself into a live volcano. Sure, you could have success; you could even have 15 


seconds on the Evening News--or a PBS documentary made on your life. Yes indeedy. 


3. But this is where the last major monster steps in, crashes thru the living room wall, & 
snuffs you (if Success itself hasn't already "spoiled" you, that is). 


Because in order to succeed you must first be "seen." And if you are seen, you will be 
perceived as wrong, illegal, immoral--different. The Spectacle's main sources of creative 
energy are all in prison. If you're not a nuclear family or a guided tour of the Republican 
Party, then why are you meeting every Monday evening? To do drugs? illicit sex? income 
tax evasion? satanism? 


And of course the chances are good that your Immediatist group is engaged in something 
illegal--since almost everything enjoyable is in fact illegal. Babylon hates it when anyone 
actually enjoys life, rather than merely spends money in a vain attempt to buy the illusion of 
enjoyment. Dissipation, gluttony, bulimic overconsumption--these are not only legal but 
mandatory. If you don't waste yourself on the emptiness of commodities you are obviously 
queer & must by definition be breaking some law. True pleasure in this society is more 
dangerous than bank robbery. At least bank robbers share Massa's respect for Massa's 
money. But you, you perverts, clearly deserve to be burned at the stake --& here come the 
peasants with their torches, eager to do the State's bidding without even being asked. Now 
you are the monsters, & your little gothic castle of Immediatism is engulfed in flames. 
Suddenly cops are swarming out of the woodwork. Are your papers in order? Do you have a 


permit to exist? 


Immediatism is a picnic--but it's not easy. Immediatism is the most natural path for free humans 
imaginable--& therefore the most unnatural abomination in the eyes of Capital. Immediatism will 
triumph, but only at the cost of self-organization of power, of clandestinity, & of insurrection. 
Immediatism is our delight, Immediatism is dangerous. 


Involution 


So far we've treated Immediatism as an aesthetic movement rather than a political one--but if the 
"personal is political" then certainly the aesthetic must be considered even more so. "Art for art's sake" 
cannot really be said to exist at all, unless it be taken to imply that art per se functions as political 
power, i.e. power capable of expressing or even changing the world rather than merely describing it. 


In fact art always seeks such power, whether the artist remains unconscious of the fact & believes in 
"pure" aesthetics, or becomes so hyper-conscious of the fact as to produce nothing but agit-prop. 
Consciousness in itself, as Nietzsche pointed out, plays a less significant role in life than power. No 
snappier proof of this could be imagined than the continued existence of an "Art World" (SoHo, 57th 
St., etc.) which still believes in the separate realms of political art & aesthetic art. Such failure of 
consciousness allows this "world" the luxury of producing art with overt political content (to satisfy 
their liberal customers) as well as art without such content, which merely expresses the power of the 
bourgeois scum & bankers who buy it for their investment portfolios. 


If art did not possess & wield this power it would not be worth doing & nobody would do it. Literal 
art for art's sake would produce nothing but impotence & nullity. Even the fin-de-sicle decadents who 
invented l'art pour l'art used it politically:--as a weapon against bourgeois values of "utility," 
"morality" & so on. The idea that art can be voided of political meaning appeals now only to those 
liberal cretins who wish to excuse "pornography" or other forbidden aesthetic games on the grounds 
that "it's only art" & hence can change nothing. (I hate these assholes worse than Jesse Helms; at least 
he still believes that art has power!) 


Even if an art without political content can--for the moment--be admitted to exist (altho this remains 
exceedingly problematic), then the political meaning of art can still be sought in the means of its 
production & consumption. The art of 57th St. remains bourgeois no matter how radical its content may 
appear, as Warhol proved by painting Che Guevara; in fact Valerie Solanis revealed herself far more 
radical than Warhol--by shooting him--(& perhaps even more radical than Che, that Rudolf Valentino 
of Red Fascism). 


In fact we're not terribly concerned with the content of Immediatist art. Immediatism remains for us 
more game than "movement" ; as such, the game might result in Brechtian didacticism or Poetic 
Terrorism, but it might equally well leave behind no content at all (as in a banquet), or else one with no 
obvious political message (such as a quilt). The radical quality of Immediatism expresses itself rather in 
its mode of production & consumption. 


That is, it is produced by a group of friends either for itself alone or for a larger circle of friends; it 
is not produced for sale, nor is it sold, nor (ideally) is it allowed to slip out of the control of its 
producers in any way. If it is meant for consumption outside the circle then it must be made in such a 
way as to remain impervious to cooptation & commodification. For example, if one of our quilts 
escaped us & ended up sold as "art" to some capitalist or museum, we should consider it a disaster. 
Quilts must remain in our hands or be given to those who will appreciate them & keep them. As for our 
agitprop, it must resist commodification by its very form;--we don't want our posters sold twenty years 
later as "art," like Myakovsky (or Brecht, for that matter). The best Immediatist agitprop will leave no 
trace at all, except in the souls of those who are changed by it. 


Let us repeat here that participation in Immediatism does not preclude the production/consumption 
of art in other ways by the individuals making up the group. We are not ideologues, & this is not 
Jonestown. This is a game, not a movement; it has rules of play, but no laws. Immediatism would love 
it if everyone were an artist, but our goal is not mass conversion. The game's pay-off lies in its ability to 
escape the paradoxes & contradictions of the commercial art world (including literature, etc.), in which 
all liberatory gestures seem to end up as mere representations & hence betrayals of themselves. We 
offer the chance for art which is immediately present by virtue of the fact that it can exist only in our 
presence. Some of us may still write novels or paint pictures, either to "make a living" or to seek out 
ways to redeem these forms from recuperation. But Immediatism sidesteps both these problems. Thus it 
is "privileged," like all games. 


But we cannot for this reason alone call it involuted, turned in on itself, closed, hermetic, elitist, art 
for art's sake. In Immediatism art is produced & consumed in a certain way, & this modus operandi is 
already "political" in a very specific sense. In order to grasp this sense, however, we must first explore 
"involution" more closely. 


It's become a truism to say that society no longer expresses a consensus (whether reactionary or 
liberatory), but that a false consensus is expressed for society; let's call this false consensus "the 
Totality." The Totality is produced thru mediation & alienation, which attempt to subsume or absorb all 
creative energies for the Totality. Myakovsky killed himself when he realized this; perhaps we're made 
of sterner stuff, perhaps not. But for the sake of argument, let us assume that suicide is not a "solution." 


The Totality isolates individuals & renders them powerless by offering only illusory modes of social 
expression, modes which seem to promise liberation or self-fulfillment but in fact end by producing yet 
more mediation & alienation. This complex can be viewed clearly at the level of "commodity 
fetishism," in which the most rebellious or avant-garde forms in art can be turned into fodder for PBS or 
MTV or ads for jeans or perfume. 


On a subtler level, however, the Totality can absorb & re-direct any power whatsoever simply by re- 
contextualizing & re-presenting it. For instance, the liberatory power of a painting can be neutralized or 
even absorbed simply by placing it in the context of a gallery or museum, where it will automatically 
become a mere representation of liberatory power. The insurrectionary gesture of a madman or criminal 
is not negated only by locking up the perpetrator, but even more by allowing the gesture to be 
represented--by a psychiatrist or by some brainless Kop-show on channel 5 or even by a coffee-table 
book on Art Brut. This has been called "Spectacular recuperation" ; however, the Totality can go even 
farther than this simply by simulating that which it formerly sought to recuperate. That is, the artist & 
madman are no longer necessary even as sources of appropriation or "mechanical reproduction," as 
Benjamin called it. Simulation cannot reproduce the faint reflection of "aura" which Benjamin allowed 
even to commodity-trash, its "utopian trace." Simulation cannot in fact reproduce or produce anything 
except desolation & misery. But since the Totality thrives on our misery, simulation suits its purpose 
quite admirably. 


All these effects can be tracked most obviously & crudely in the area generally called "the 
Media" (altho we contend that mediation has a much wider range than even the term broad-cast could 
ever describe or indicate). The role of the Media in the recent Nintendo War--in fact the Media's one-to- 


one identification with that war--provides a perfect & exemplary scenario. All over America millions of 
people possessed at least enough "enlightenment" to condemn this hideous parody of morality enforced 
by that murderous crack-dealing spy in the White House. The Media however produced (i.e. simulated) 
the impression that virtually no opposition to Bush's war existed or could exist; that (to quote Bush) 
"there is no Peace Movement." And in fact there was no Peace Movement--only millions of people 
whose desire for peace had been negated by the Totality, wiped out, "disappeared" like victims of 
Peruvian death squads; people separated from each other by the brutal alienation of TV, news 
management, infotainment & sheer disinformation; people made to feel isolated, alienated, weird, 
queer, wrong, finally non-existent; people without voices; people without power. 


This process of fragmentation has reached near-universal completion in our society, at least in the 
area of social discourse. Each person engages in a "relation of involution" with the spectacular 
simulation of Media. That is, our "relation" with Media is essentially empty & illusory, so that even 
when we seem to reach out & perceive reality in Media, we are in fact merely driven back in upon 
ourselves, alienated, isolated, & impotent. America is full to overflowing with people who feel that no 
matter what they say or do, no difference will be made; that no one is listening; that there is no one to 
listen. This feeling is the triumph of the Media. "They" speak, you listen--& therefore turn in upon 
yourself in a spiral of loneliness, distraction, depression, & spiritual death. 


This process affects not only individuals but also such groups as still exist outside the Consensus 
Matrix of nuke-family, school, church, job, army, political party, etc. Each group of artists or peace 
activists or whatever is also made to feel that no contact with other groups is possible. Each "life-style" 
group buys the simulation of rivalry & enmity with other such groups of consumers. Each class & race 
is assured of its ungulfable existential alienation from all other classes & races (as in Lifestyles of the 
Rich & Famous). 


The concept of "networking" began as a revolutionary strategy to bypass & overcome the Totality 
by setting up horizontal connections (unmediated by authority) among individuals & groups. In the 
1980s we discovered that networking could also be mediated & in fact had to be mediated--by 
telephone, computers, the post office, etc.--& thus was doomed to fail us in our struggle against 
alienation. Communication technology may still prove to offer useful tools in this struggle, but by now 
it has become clear that CommTech is not a goal in itself. And in fact our distrust of seemingly 
"democratic" tech like PCs & phones increase with every revolutionary failure to hold control of the 
means of production. Frankly we do not wish to be forced to make up our minds whether or not any 
new tech will be or must be either liberatory or counter-liberatory. "After the revolution" such questions 
would answer themselves in the context of a "politics of desire." For the time being, however, we have 
discovered (not invented) Immediatism as a means of direct production & presentation of creative, 
liberatory & ludic energies, carried out without recourse to mediation of any mechanistic or alienated 
structures whatsoever...or at least so we hope. 


In other words, whether or not any given technology or form of mediation can be used to overcome 
the Totality, we have decided to play a game that uses no such tech & hence does not need to question 
it--at least, not within the borders of the game. We reserve our challenge, our question, for the total 
Totality, not for any one "issue" with which it seeks to distract us. 


And this brings us back to the "political form" of Immediatism. Face-to-face, body-to-body, breath- 
to breath (literally a conspiracy)--the game of Immediatism simply cannot be played on any level 
accessible to the false Consensus. It does not represent "everyday life"--it cannot BE other than 
"everyday life," although it positions itself for the penetration of the marvelous," for the illumination of 
the real by the wonderful. Like a secret society, the networking it does must be slow (infinitely more 
slow than the "pure speed" of CommTech, media & war), & it must be corporeal rather than abstract, 
fleshless, mediated by machine or by authority or by simulation. 


In this sense we say that Immediatism is a picnic (a con-viviality) but is not easy--that it is most 
natural for free spirits but that it is dangerous. Content has nothing to do with it. The sheer existence of 
Immediatism is already an insurrection. 


Imagination 


a 


There is a time for the theatre.--If a people's imagination grows weak there arises 


in it the inclination to have its legends presented to it on the stage: it can now 
endure these crude substitutes for imagination. But for those ages to which the 
epic rhapsodist belongs, the theatre and the actor disguised as a hero is a 
hindrance to imagination rather than a means of giving it wings: too close, too 
definite, too heavy, too little in it of dream and bird-flight. (Nietzsche) 


But of course the rhapsodist, who here appears only one step removed from the shaman ("...dream and 
bird-flight") must also be called a kind of medium or bridge standing between "a people" and its 
imagination. (Note: we'll use the word "imagination" sometimes in Wm. Blake's sense & sometimes in 
Gaston Bachelard's sense without opting for either a "spiritual" or an "aesthetic" determination, & 
without recourse to metaphysics.) A bridge carries across ("translate," "metaphor") but is not the 
original. And to translate is to betray. Even the rhapsodist provides a little poison for the imagination. 


Ethnography, however, allows us to assert the possibility of societies where shamans are not 
specialists of the imagination, but where everyone is a special sort of shaman. In these societies, all 
members (except the psychically handicapped) act as shamans & bards for themselves as well as for 
their people. For example: certain Amerindian tribes of the Great Plains developed the most complex of 
all hunter/gatherer societies quite late in their history (perhaps partly thanks to the gun & horse, 
technologies adopted from European culture). Each person acquired complete identity & full 
membership in "the People" only thru the Vision Quest, & its artistic enactment for the tribe. Thus each 
person became an "epic rhapsodist" in sharing this individuality with the collectivity. 


The Pygmies, among the most "primitive" cultures, neither produce nor consume their music, but 
become en masse "the Voice of the Forest." At the other end of the scale, among complex agricultural 
societies, like Bali on the verge of the 20th century, "everyone is an artist" (& in 1980 a Javanese 
mystic told me, "Everyone must be an artist!"). 


The goals of Immediatism lie somewhere along the trajectory described roughly by these three 
points (Pygmies, Plains Indians, Balinese), which have all been linked to the anthropological concept of 
"democratic shamanism." Creative acts, themselves the outer results of the inwardness of imagination, 
are not mediated & alienated (in the sense we've been using those terms) when they are carried out BY 
everyone FOR everyone--when they are produced but not reproduced--when they are shared but not 
fetishized. Of course these acts are achieved thru mediation of some sort & to some extent, as are all 
acts--but they have not yet become forces of extreme alienation between some Expert/Priest/Producer 
on the one hand & some hapless "layperson" or consumer on the other. 


Different media therefore exhibit different degrees of mediation--& perhaps they can even be 
ranked on that basis. Here everything depends on reciprocity, on a more-or-less equal exchange of what 
may be called "quanta of imagination." In the case of the epic rhapsodist who mediates vision for the 
tribe, a great deal of work--or active dreaming--still remains to be done by the hearers. They must 
participate imaginatively in the act of telling/hearing, & must call up images from their own stores of 
creative power to complete the rhapsodist's act. 


In the case of Pygmy music the reciprocity becomes nearly as complete as possible, since the entire 
tribe mediates vision only & precisely for the entire tribe; while for the Balinese, reciprocity assumes a 
more complex economy in which specialization is highly articulated, in which "the artist is not a special 
kind of person, but each person is a special kind of artist." 


In the "ritual theater" of Voodoo & Santeria, everyone present must participate by visualizing the 
loas or orishas (imaginal archetypes), & by calling upon them (with "signature" chants & rhythms) to 
manifest. Anyone present may become a "horse" or medium for one of these santos, whose words & 
actions then assume for all celebrants the aspect of the presence of the spirit (i.e. the possessed person 
does not represent but presents). This structure, which also underlies Indonesian ritual theater, may be 
taken as exemplary for the creative production of "democratic shamanism." In order to construct our 
scale of imagination for all media, we may start by comparing this "voodoo theater" with the 18th 
century European theater described by Nietzsche. 


In the latter, nothing of the original vision (or "spirit") is actually present. The actors merely re- 
present--they are "disguised." It is not expected that any member of troupe or audience will suddenly 
become possessed (or even "inspired" to any great extent) by the playwright's images. The actors are 


specialists or experts of representation, while the audience are "laypeople" to whom various images are 
being transferred. The audience is passive, too much is being done for the audience, who are indeed 
locked in place in darkness & silence, immobilized by the money they've paid for this vicarious 
experience. 


Artaud, who realized this, attempted to revive ritual voodoo theater (banished from Western Culture 
by Aristotle)--but he carried out the attempt within the very structure (actor/audience) of aristotelian 
theater; he tried to destroy or mutate it from the inside out. He failed & went insane, setting off a whole 
series of experiments which culminated in the Living Theater's assault on the actor/audience barrier, a 
literal assault which tried to force audience members to "participate" in the ritual. These experiments 
produced some great theater, but all failed in their deepest purpose. None managed to overcome the 
alienation Nietzsche & Artaud had criticized. 


Even so, Theater occupies a much higher place on the Imaginal Scale than other & later media such 
as film. At least in theater actors & audience are physically present in the same space together, allowing 
for the creation of what Peter Brook calls the "invisible golden chain" of attention & fellow-feeling 
between actors & audience--the well-known "magic" of theater. With film, however, this chain is 
broken. Now the audience sits alone in the dark with nothing to do, while the absent actors are 
represented by gigantic icons. Always the same no matter how many times it is "shown," made to be 
reproduced mechanically, devoid of all "aura," film actually forbids its audience to "participate"--film 
has no need of the audience's imagination. Of course, film does need the audience's money, & money is 
a kind of concretized imaginal residue, after all. 


Eisenstein would point out that montage establishes a dialectic tension in film which engages the 
viewer's mind--intellect & imagination--& Disney might add (if he were capable of ideology) that 
animation increases this effect because animation is, in effect, completely made up of montage. Film 
too has its "magic." Granted. But from the point of view of structure we have come a long way from 
voodoo theater & democratic shamanism--we have come perilously close to the commodification of the 
imagination, & to the alienation of commodity-relations. We have almost resigned our power of flight, 
even of dream-flight. 


Books? Books as media transmit only words--no sounds, sights, smells or feels, all of which are left 
up to the reader's imagination. Fine...But there's nothing "democratic" about books. The author/ 
publisher produces, you consume. Books appeal to "imaginative" people, perhaps, but all their imaginal 
activity really amounts to passivity, sitting alone with a book, letting someone else tell the story. The 
magic of books has something sinister about it, as in Borges's Library. The Church's idea of a list of 
damnable books probably didn't go far enough--for in a sense, all books are damned. The eros of the 
text is a perversion--albeit, nevertheless, one to which we are addicted, & in no hurry to kick. 


As for radio, it is clearly a medium of absence--like the book only more so, since books leave you 
alone in the light, radio alone in the dark. The more exacerbated passivity of the "listener" is revealed 
by the fact that advertisers pay for spots on radio, not in books (or not very much). Nevertheless radio 
leaves a great deal more imaginative "work" for the listener than, say, television for the viewer. The 
magic of radio: one can use it to listen to sunspot radiation, storms on Jupiter, the whizz of comets. 
Radio is old-fashioned; therein lies its seductiveness. Radio preachers say, "Put your haaands on the 
Radio, brothers & sisters, & feel the heeeeaaaling power of the Word!" Voodoo Radio? 


(Note: A similar analysis of recorded music might be made: i.e., that it is 
alienating but not yet alienated. Records replaced family amateur music-making. 
Recorded music is too ubiquitous, too easy--that which is not present is not rare. 
And yet there's a lot to be said for scratchy old 78s played over distant radio 
stations late at night--a flash of illumination which seems to spark across all the 
levels of mediation & achieve a paradoxical presence.) 


It's in this sense that we might perhaps give some credence to the otherwise dubious proposition that 
"radio is good--television evil!" For television occupies the bottom rung of the scale of imagination in 
media. No, that's not true. "Virtual Reality" is even lower. But TV is the medium the Situationists 
meant when they referred to "the Spectacle." Television is the medium which Immediatism most wants 
to overcome. Books, theater, film & radio all retain what Benjamin called "the utopian trace" (at least in 
potentia)--the last vestige of an impulse against alienation, the last perfume of the imagination. TV 
however began by erasing even that trace. No wonder the first broadcasters of video were the Nazis. TV 


is to the imagination what virus is to the DNA. The end. Beyond TV there lies only the infra-media 
realm of no-space/no-time, the instantaneity & ecstasis of CommTech, pure speed, the downloading of 
consciousness into the machine, into the program--in other words, hell. 


Does this mean that Immediatism wants to "abolish television"? No, certainly not--for Immediatism 
wants to be a game, not a political movement, & certainly not a revolution with the power to abolish 
any medium. The goals of Immediatism must be positive, not negative. We feel no calling to eliminate 
any "means of production" (or even re-production) which might after all some day fall into the hands of 
"a people." 


We have analyzed media by asking how much imagination is involved in each, & how much 
reciprocity, solely in order to implement for ourselves the most effective means of solving the problem 
outlined by Nietzsche & felt so painfully by Artaud, the problem of alienation. For this task we need a 
rough hierarchy of media, a means of measuring their potential for our uses. Roughly, then, the more 
imagination is liberated & shared, the more useful the medium. 


Perhaps we can no longer call up spirits to possess us, or visit their realms as the shamans did. 
Perhaps no such spirits exist, or perhaps we are too "civilized" to recognize them. Or perhaps not. The 
creative imagination, however, remains for us a reality--& one which we must explore, even in the vain 


hope of our salvation. 


Lascaux 


A 


Every culture (or anyway every major urban/agricultural culture) cherishes two myths which apparently 
contradict each other: the myth of Degeneration & the myth of Progress. Rene Guenon & the neo- 
traditionalists like to pretend that no ancient culture ever believed in Progress, but of course they all did. 


One version of the myth of Degeneration in Indo-European culture centers around the image of 
metals: gold, silver, bronze, iron. But what of the myth wherein Kronos & the Titans are destroyed to 
make way for Zeus & the Olympians?--a story which parallels that of Tiamat & Marduk, or Leviathan 
& Jah. In these "Progress" myths, an earlier chthonic chaotic earthbound (or watery) "feminine" 
pantheon is replaced (overthrown) by a later spiritualized orderly heavenly "male" pantheon. Is this not 
a step forward in Time? And have not Buddhism, Christianity, & Islam all claimed to be better than 
paganism? 


In truth of course both myths--Degeneration as well as Progress--serve the purpose of Control & the 
Society of Control. Both admit that before the present state of affairs something else existed, a different 
form of the Social. In both cases we appear to be seeing a "race-memory" vision of the Paleolithic, the 
great long unchanging pre-history of the human. In one case that era is seen as a nastily brutish vast 
disorder; the 18th century did not discover this viewpoint, but found it already expressed in Classical & 
Christian culture. In the other case, the primordial is viewed as precious, innocent, happier, & easier 
than the present, more numinous than the present--but irrevocably vanished, impossible to recover 
except through death. 


Thus for all loyal & enthusiastic devotees of Order, Order presents itself as immeasurably more 
perfect than any original Chaos; while for the disaffected potential enemies of Order, Order presents 
itself as cruel & oppressive ("iron") but utterly & fatally unavoidable--in fact, omnipotent. 


In neither case will the mythopoets of Order admit that "Chaos" or "the Golden Age" could still 
exist in the present, or that they do exist in the present, here & now in fact--but repressed by the illusory 
totality of the Society of Order. We however believe that "the paleolithic" (which is neither more nor 
less a myth than "chaos" or "golden age") does exist even now as a kind of unconscious within the 
social. We also believe that as the Industrial Age comes to an end, & with it the last of the Neolithic 
"agricultural revolution," & with it the decay of the last religions of Order, that this "repressed material" 
will once again be uncovered. What else could we mean when we speak of "psychic nomadism" or "the 
disappearance of the Social"? The end of the Modern does not mean a return TO the Paleolithic, but a 
return OF the Paleolithic. 


Post-classical (or post-academic) anthropology has prepared us for this return of the repressed, for 
only very recently have we come to understand & sympathize with hunter/gatherer societies. The caves 
of Lascaux were rediscovered precisely when they needed to be rediscovered, for no ancient Roman nor 
medieval Christian nor 18th century rationalist could have ever have found them beautiful or 
significant. In these caves (symbols of an archaeology of consciousness) we found the artists who 
created them; we discovered them as ancestors, & also as ourselves, alive & present. 


Paul Goodman once defined anarchism as "neolithic conservatism." Witty, but no longer accurate. 
Anarchism (or Ontological Anarchism, at least) no longer sympathizes with peasant agriculturalists, but 
with the non-authoritarian social structures & pre-surplus-value economics of the hunter/gatherers. 
Moreover we cannot describe this sympathy as "conservative." A better term would be "radical," since 
we have found our roots in the Old Stone Age, a kind of eternal present. We do not wish to return to a 
material technology of the past (we have no desire to bomb ourselves back to the Stone Age), but rather 
for the return of a psychic technology which we forgot we possessed. 


The fact that we find Lascaux beautiful means that Babylon has at last begun to fall. Anarchism is 
probably more a symptom than a cause of this melting away. Despite our utopian imaginations we do 
not know what to expect. But we, at least, are prepared for the drift into the unknown. For us it is an 
adventure, not the End of the World. We have welcomed the return of Chaos, for along with the danger 
comes--at last--a chance to create. 


Vernissage 


A 


What's so funny about Art? 


Was Art laughed to death by dada? Or perhaps this sardonicide took place even earlier, with the first 
performance of Ubu Roi? Or with Baudelaire's sarcastic phantom-of-the-opera laughter, which so 
disturbed his good bourgeois friends? 


What's funny about Art (though it's more funny-peculiar than funny-ha-ha) is the sight of the corpse 
that refuses to lie down, this zombie jamboree, this charnel puppetshow with all the strings attached to 
Capital (bloated Diego Rivera-style plutocrat), this moribund simulacrum jerking frenetically around, 
pretending to be the one single most truly alive thing in the universe. 


In the face of an irony like this, a doubleness so extreme it amounts to an impassable abyss, any 
healing power of laughter-in-art can only be rendered suspect, the illusory property of a self-appointed 
elite or pseudo-avant-garde. To have a genuine avant-garde, Art must be going somewhere, and this has 
long since ceased to be the case. We mentioned Rivera; surely no more genuinely funny political artist 
has painted in our century--but in aid of what? Trotskyism! The deadest dead-end of twentieth-century 
politics! No healing power here--only the hollow sound of powerless mockery, echoing over the abyss. 


To heal, one first destroys--and political art which fails to destroy the target of its laughter ends by 
strengthening the very forces it sought to attack. "What doesn't kill me makes me stronger," sneers the 
porcine figure in its shiny top hat (mocking Nietzsche, or course, poor Nietzsche, who tried to laugh the 
whole nineteenth century to death, but ended up a living corpse, whose sister tied strings to his limbs to 
make him dance for fascists). 


There's nothing particularly mysterious or metaphysical about the process. Circumstance, poverty, 
once forced Rivera to accept a commission to come to the USA and paint a mural--for Rockefeller!--the 
very archetypal Wall Street porker himself! Rivera made his work a blatant piece of Commie agitprop-- 
and then Rockefeller had it obliterated. As if this weren't funny enough, the real joke is that Rockefeller 
could have savored victory even more sweetly by not destroying the work, but by paying for it and 
displaying it, turning it into Art, that toothless parasite of the interior decorator, that joke. 


The dream of Romanticism: that the reality-world of bourgeois values could somehow be persuaded 
to consume, to take into itself, an art which at first seemed like all other art (books to read, paintings to 
hang on the wall, etc.), but which would secretly infect that reality with something else, which would 
change the way it saw itself, overturn it, replace it with the revolutionary values of art. 


This was also the dream surrealism dreamed. Even dada, despite its outward show of cynicism, still 
dared to hope. From Romanticism to Situationism, from Blake to 1968, the dream of each succeeding 
yesterday became the parlor decor of every tomorrow--bought, chewed, reproduced, sold, consigned to 
museums, libraries, universities, and other mausolea, forgotten, lost, resurrected, turned into nostalgia- 
craze, reproduced, sold, etc., etc., ad nauseum. 


In order to understand how thoroughly Cruikshank or Daumier or Grandville or Rivera or Tzara or 
Duchamp destroyed the bourgeois worldview of their time, one must bury oneself in a blizzard of 
historical references and hallucinate--for in fact the destruction-by-laughter was a theoretical success 
but an actual flop--the dead weight of illusion failed to budge even an inch in the gales of laughter, the 
attack of laughter. It wasn't bourgeois society which collapsed after all, it was art. 


In the light of the trick which has been played on us, it appears to us as if the contemporary artist 
were faced with two choices (since suicide is not a solution): one, to go on launching attack after attack, 
movement after movement, in the hope that one day (soon) "the thing" will have grown so weak, so 
empty, that it will evaporate and leave us suddenly alone in the field; or, two, to begin right now 
immediately to live as if the battle were already won, as if today the artist were no longer a special kind 
of person, but each person a special sort of artist. (This is what the Situationists called "the suppression 
and realization of art" ). 


Both of these options are so "impossible" that to act on either of them would be a joke. We wouldn't 
have to make "funny" art because just making art would be funny enough to bust a gut. But at least it 
would be our joke. (Who can say for certain that we would fail? "I Jove not knowing the future." -- 
Nietzsche) In order to begin to play this game, however, we shall probably have to set certain rules for 
ourselves: 


1. There are no issues. There is no such thing as sexism, fascism, speciesism, looksism, or any 
other "franchise issue" which can be separated out from the social complex and treated with 
"discourse" as a "problem." There exists only the totality which subsumes all these illusory 
"issues" into the complete falsity of its discourse, thus rendering all opinions, pro and con, 
into mere thought-commodities to be bought and sold. And this totality is itself an illusion, 
an evil nightmare from which we are trying (through art, or humor, or by any other means) to 
awaken. 


2. As much as possible whatever we do must be done outside the psychic/economic structure 
set up by the totality as the permissible space for the game of art. How, you ask, are we to 
make a living without galleries, agents, museums, commercial publishing, the NEA, and 
other welfare agencies of the arts? Oh well, one need not ask for the improbable. But one 
must indeed demand the "impossible"--or else why the fuck is one an artist?! It's not enough 
to occupy a special holy catbird seat called Art from which to mock at the stupidity and 
injustice of the "square" world. Art is part of the problem. The Art World has its head up its 
ass, and it has become necessary to disengage--or else live in a landscape full of shit. 


3. Of course one must go on "making a living" somehow--but the essential thing is to make a 
life. Whatever we do, whichever option we choose (perhaps all of them), or however badly 
we compromise, we should pray never to mistake art for life: Art is brief, Life is long. We 
should try to be prepared to drift, to nomadize, to slip out of all nets, to never settle down, to 
live through many arts, to make our lives better than our art, to make art our boast rather than 
our excuse. 


4. The healing laugh (as opposed to the poisonous and corrosive laugh) can only arise from an 
art which is serious--serious, but not sober. Pointless morbidity, cynical nihilism, trendy 
postmodern frivolity, whining/bitching/moaning (the liberal cult of the "victim"), exhaustion, 
Baudrillardian ironic hyperconformity--none of these options is serious enough, and at the 


same time none is intoxicated enough to suit our purposes, much less elicit our laughter. 


"Raw Vision" 


A 


The categories of naive art, art brut, and insane or eccentric art, which shade into various & further 
categories of neo-primitive or urban-primitive art--all these ways of categorizing & labelling art remain 
senseless:--that is, not only ultimately useless but also essentially unsensual, unconnected to body & 
desire. What really characterizes all these art forms? Not their marginality in relation to a mainstream of 
art/discourse...for heaven's sake, what mainstream?! what discourse?! If we were to say that there's a 
"post-modernist" discourse currently going on, then the concept "margin" no longer holds any meaning. 
Post-post-modernism, however, will not even admit the existence of any discourse of any sort. Art has 
fallen silent. There are no more categories, much less maps of "center" & "margin." We are free of all 
that shit, right? 


Wrong. Because one category survives: Capital. Too-Late Capitalism. The Spectacle, the 
Simulation, Babylon, whatever you want to call it. All art can be positioned or labelled in relation to 
this "discourse." And it is precisely & only in relation to this "metaphysical" commodity-spectacle that 
"outsider" art can be seen as marginal. If this spectacle can be considered as a para-medium (in all its 
sinuous complexity), then "outsider" art must be called im-mediate. It does not pass thru the 
paramedium of the spectacle. It is meant only for the artist & the artist's "immediate 
entourage" (friends, family, neighbors, tribe); & it participates only in a "gift" economy of positive 
reciprocity. Only this non-category of "immediatism" can therefore approach an adequate 
understanding & defense of the bodily aspects of "outsider" art, its connection to the senses & to desire, 
& its avoidance or even ignorance of the mediation/alienation inherent in spectacular recuperation & re- 
production. Mind you, this has nothing to do with the content of any outsider genre, nor for that matter 
does it concern the form or the intention of the work, nor the naivete or knowingness of the artist or 
recipients of the art. Its "immediatism" lies solely in its means of imaginal production. It communicates 
or is "given" from person to person, "breast-to-breast" as the sufis say, without passing thru the 
distortion-mechanism of the spectacular paramedium. 


When Yugoslavian or Haitian or NYC-graffiti art was "discovered" & commodified, the results 
failed to satisfy on several points:--(1) In terms of the pseudo-discourse of the "Art World," all so-called 
"naivete" is doomed to remain quaint, even campy, & decidedly marginal--even when it commands 
high prices (for a year or two). The forced entrance of outsider art into the commodity spectacle is a 
humiliation. (2) Recuperation as commodity engages the artist in "negative reciprocity"--i.e., where first 
the artist "received inspiration" as a free gift, and then "made a donation" directly to other people, who 
might or might not "give back" their understanding, or mystification, or a turkey & a keg of beer 
(positive reciprocity), the artist now first creates for money & receives money, while any aspects of 
"gift" exchange recede into secondary levels of meaning & finally begin to fade (negative reciprocity). 
Finally we have tourist art, & the condescending amusement, & then the condescending boredom, of 
those who will no longer pay for the "inauthentic." (3) Or else the Art World vampirizes the energy of 
the outsider, sucks everything out & then passes on the corpse to the advertising world or the world of 
"popular" entertainment. By this re-production the art finally loses its "aura" & shrivels & dies. True, 
the "utopian trace" may remain, but in essence the art has been betrayed. 


The unfairness of such terms as "insane" or "neo-primitive" art lies in the fact that this art is not 
produced only by the mad or innocent, but by all those who evade the alienation of the paramedium. Its 
true appeal lies in the intense aura it acquires thru immediate imaginal presence, not only in its 
"visionary" style or content, but most importantly by its mere present-ness (i.e., itis "here" and it is a 
"gift"). In this sense it is more, not less, noble than "mainstream " art of the post-modern era--which is 
precisely the art of an absence rather than a presence. 


The only fair way (or "beauty way," as the Hopi say) to treat "outsider" art would seem to be to 
keep it "secret'--to refuse to define it--to pass it on as a secret, person-to-person, breast-to-breast--rather 
than pass it thru the paramedium (slick journals, quarterlies, galleries, museums, coffee-table books, 
MTV, etc.). Or even better:--to become "mad" & "innocent" ourselves--for so Babylon will label us 
when we neither worship nor criticize it anymore--when we have forgotten it (but not "forgiven" it!), & 
remembered our own prophetic selves, our bodies, our "true will." 


An Immediatist Potlatch 


A 


Any number can play but the number must be pre-determined. Six to twenty-five seems about right. 


ii. 


The basic structure is a banquet or picnic. Each player must bring a dish or bottle, etc., of sufficient 
quantity that everyone gets at least a serving. Dishes can be prepared or finished on the spot, but 
nothing should be bought ready-made (except wine & beer, although these could ideally be home- 
made). The more elaborate the dishes the better. Attempt to be memorable . The menu need not be left 
to surprise (although this is an option)--some groups may want to coordinate the banquets so as to avoid 
duplications or clashes. Perhaps the banquet could have a theme & each player could be responsible for 
a given course (appetizer, soup, fish, vegetables, meat, salad, dessert, ices, cheeses, etc.). Suggested 
themes: Fourier's Gastrosophy--Surrealism--Native American--Black & Red (all food black or red in 
honor of anarchy)--etc. 


iii. 


The banquet should be carried out with a certain degree of formality: toasts, for example. Maybe "dress 
for dinner" in some way? (Imagine for example that the banquet theme were "Surrealism "; the concept 
"dress for dinner" takes on a certain meaning). Live music at the banquet would be fine, providing some 
of the players were content to perform for the others as their "gift," & eat later. (Recorded music is not 
appropriate.) 


iv. 


The main purpose of the potlatch is of course gift-giving. Every player should arrive with one or more 
gifts & leave with one or more different gifts. This could be accomplished in a number of ways: (a) 
Each player brings one gift & passes it to the person seated next to them at table (or some similar 
arrangement); (b) Everyone brings a gift for every other guest. The choice may depend on the number 
of players, with (a) better for larger groups & (b) for smaller gatherings. If the choice is (b), you may 
want to decide beforehand whether the gifts should be the same or different. For example, if I am 
playing with five other people, do I b ring (say) five hand-painted neckties, or five totally different 
gifts? And will the gifts be given specifically to certain individuals (in which case they might be crafted 
to suit the recipient's personality), or will they be distributed by lot? 


The gifts must be made by the players, not ready-made. This is vital. Pre-manufactured elements can go 
into the making of the gifts, but each gift must be an individual work of art in its own right. If for 
instance I bring five hand painted neckties, I must paint each one myself, either with the same or with 
different designs, although I may be allowed to buy ready-made ties to work on. 


vi. 


Gifts need not be physical objects. One player's gift might be live music during dinner, another's might 
be a performance. However, it should be recalled that in the Amerindian potlatches the gifts were 
supposed to be superb & even ruinous for the givers. In my opinion physical objects are best, & they 
should be as good as possible--not necessarily costly to make, but really impressive. Traditional 
potlatches involved prestige-winning. Players should feel a competitive spirit of giving, a determination 
to make gifts of real splendor or value. Groups may wish to set rules beforehand a bout this--some may 
wish to insist on physical objects, in which case music or performance would simply become extra acts 
of generosity, but hors de potlatch, so to speak. 


vii. 


Our potlatch is non-traditional, however, in that theoretically all players win--everyone gives & receives 
equally. There's no denying however that a dull or stingy player will lose prestige, while an imaginative 
&/or generous player will gain "face." In a really successful potlatch each player will be equally 
generous, so that all players will be equally pleased. The uncertainty of outcome adds a zest of 
randomness to the event. 


viii. 


The host, who supplies the place, will of course be put to extra trouble & expense, so that an ideal 
potlatch would be part of a series in which each player takes a turn as host. In this case another 
competition for prestige would transpire in the course of the series:--who will provide the most 
memorable hospitality? Some groups may want to set rules limiting the host's duties, while others may 
wish to leave hosts free to knock themselves out; however, in the latter case, there should really be a 
complete series of events, so that no one need feel cheated, or superior, in relation to the other players. 
But in some areas & for some groups the entire series may simply not be feasible. In New York for 
example not everyone has enough room to host even a small party. In this case the hosts will inevitably 
win some extra prestige. And why not? 


ix. 


Gifts should not be "useful." They should appeal to the senses. Some groups may prefer works of art, 
others might like home-made preserves & relishes, or gold frankincense & myrrh, or even sexual acts. 
Some ground rules should be agreed on. No mediation should be involved in the gift--no videotapes, 
tape recordings, printed material, etc. All gifts should be present at the potlatch "ceremony"--i.e. no 
tickets to other events, no promises, no postponements. Remember that the purpose of the game, as well 
as its most basic rule, is to avoid all mediation & even representation--to be "present," to give 


"presence." 


Silence 


a 


The problem is not that too much has been revealed, but that every revelation finds its sponsor, its 
CEO, its monthly slick, its clone Judases & replacement people. 


You can't get sick from too much knowledge--but we can suffer from the virtualization of 
knowledge, its alienation from us & its replacement by a weird dull changeling or simulacrum--the 
same "data," yes, but now dead--like supermarket vegetables; no "aura." 


Our malaise (January 1, 1992) arises from this: we hear not the language but the echo, or rather the 
reproduction ad infinitum of the language, its reflection upon a reflection-series of itself, even more self- 
referential & corrupt. The vertiginous perspectives of this VR datascape nauseate us because they 
contain no hidden spaces, no privileged opacities. 


Infinite access to knowledge that simply fails to interact with the body or with the imagination--in 
fact the manichaean ideal of fleshless soulless thought--modern media/politics as pure gnostic 
mentation, the anaesthetic ruminations of Archons & Aeons, suicide of the Elect... 


The organic is secretive--it secretes secrecy like sap. The inorganic is a demonic democracy-- 
everything equal, but equally valueless. No gifts, only commodities. The Manichaeans invented usury. 
Knowledge can act as a kind of poison, as Nietzsche pointed out. 


"n 


Within the organic ("Nature," "everyday life") is embedded a kind of silence which is not just 
dumbness, an opacity which is not mere ignorance--a secrecy which is also an affirmation--a tact which 
knows how to act, how to change things, how to breathe into them. 


Not a "cloud of unknowing"--not "mysticism"--we have no desire to deliver ourselves up again to 
that obscurantist sad excuse for fascism--nevertheless we might invoke a sort of taoist sense of 


"suchness-of-things"--"a flower does not talk," & it's certainly not the genitals which endow us with 
logos. (On second thought, perhaps this is not quite true; after all, myth offers us the archetype of 
Priapus, a talking penis.) An occultist would ask how to "work" this silence--but we'd rather ask how to 
play it, like musicians, or like the playful boy of Heraclitus. 


A bad mood in which every day is the same. When are a few lumps going to appear in this smooth 
time? Hard to believe in the return of Carnival, of Saturnalia. Perhaps time has stopped here in the 
Pleroma, here in the Gnostic dreamworld where our bodies are rotting but our "minds" are downloaded 
into eternity. We know so much--how can we not know the answer to this most vexing of questions? 


Because the answer (as in Odilon Redon's "Harpocrates") isn't answered in the language of 
reproduction but in that of gesture, touch, odor, the hunt. Finally virtu is impassable--eating & drinking 
is eating & drinking--the lazy yokel plows a crooked furrow. The Wonderful World of Knowledge has 
turned into some kind of PBS Special from Hell. I demand real mud in my stream, real watercress. 
Why, the natives are not only sullen, they're taciturn--downright incommunicative. Right, gringo, we're 
tired of your steenking surveys, tests & questionnaires. There are some things bureaucrats were not 
meant to know--& so there are some things which even artists should keep secret. This is not self- 
censorship nor self-ignorance. It is cosmic tact. It is our homage to the organic, its uneven flow, its 
backcurrents & eddies, its swamps & hideouts. If art is "work" then it will become knowledge & 
eventually lose its redemptive power & even its taste. But if art is "play" then it will both preserve 
secrets & tell secrets which will remain secrets. Secrets are for sharing, like all of Nature's secretions. 


Is knowledge evil? We're no mirror-image Manichees here--we're counting on dialectics to break a 
few bricks. Some knowledge is dadata, some is commodata. Some knowledge is wisdom--some simply 
an excuse for doing nothing, desiring nothing. Mere academic knowledge, for example, or the 
knowingness of the nihilist post-mods, shades off into realms of the UnDead--& the UnBorn. Some 
knowledge breathes--some knowledge suffocates. What we know & how we know it must have a basis 
in the flesh--the whole flesh, not just a brain in a jar of formaldehyde. The knowledge we want is 
neither utilitarian nor "pure" but celebratory. Anything else is a totentanz of data-ghosts, the "beckoning 
fair ones" of the media, the Cargo Cult of too-Late Capitalist epistemology. 


If I could escape this bad mood of course I'd do so, & take you with me. What we need is a plan. 
Jail break? tunnel? a gun carved of soap, a sharpened spoon, a file in a cake? a new religion? 


Let me be your wandering bishop. We'll play with the silence & make it ours. Soon as Spring 
comes. A rock in the stream, bifurcating its turbulence. Visualize it: mossy, wet, viridescent as rainy 
jadefaded copper struck by lightning. A great toad like a living emerald, like Mayday. The strength of 


the bios, like the strength of the bow or lyre, lies in the bending back. 


Critique of the Listener 


A 


To speak too much & not be heard--that's sickening enough. But to acquire listeners--that could be 
worse. Listeners think that to listen suffices--as if their true desire were to hear with someone else's 
ears, see thru someone else's eyes, feel with someone else's skin... 


The text (or the broadcast) which will change reality:--Rimbaud dreamed of that, & then gave up in 
disgust. But he entertained too subtle an idea about magic. The crude truth is perhaps that texts can only 
change reality when they inspire readers to see & act, rather than merely see. Scripture once did this-- 
but Scripture has become an idol. To see thru its eyes would be to possess (in the Voodoo sense) a 
statue--or a corpse. 


Seeing, & the literature of seeing, is too easy. Enlightenment is easy. "It's easy to be a sufi," a 
Persian shaykh once told me. "What's difficult is to be human." Political enlightenment is even easier 
than spiritual enlightenment--neither one changes the world, or even the self. Sufism & Situationism--or 
shamanism & anarchy--the theories I've played with--are just that: theories, visions, ways of seeing. 
Significantly, the "practice" of sufism consists in the repetition of words (dhikr). This action itself is a 
text, & nothing but a text. And the "praxis" of anarcho-situationism amounts to the same: a text, a 
slogan on a wall. A moment of enlightenment. Well, it's not totally valueless--but afterwards what will 
be different? 


We might like to purge our radio of anything which lacks at least the chance of precipitating that 
difference. Just as there exist books which have inspired earthshaking crimes, we would like to 
broadcast texts which cause hearers to seize (or at least make a grab for) the happiness God denies us. 
Exhortations to hijack reality. But even more we would like to purge our lives of everything which 
obstructs or delays us from setting out--not to sell guns & slaves in Abyssinia--not to be either robbers 
or cops--not to escape the world or to rule it--but to open ourselves to difference. 


I share with the most reactionary moralists the presumption that art can really affect reality in this 
way, & I despise the liberals who say all art should be permitted because--after all--it's only art. Thus 
I've taken to the practice of those categories of writing & radio most hated by conservatives-- 
pornography & agitprop--in the hope of stirring up trouble for my readers/hearers & myself. But I 
accuse myself of ineffectualism , even futility. Not enough has changed. Perhaps nothing has changed. 


Enlightenment is all we have, & even that we've had to rip from the grasp of corrupt gurus & 
bumbling suicidal intellectuals. As for our art--what have we accomplished, other than to spill our 
blood for the ghostworld of fashionable ideas & images? 


Writing has taken us to the very edge beyond which writing may be impossible. Any texts which 
could survive the plunge over this edge--into whatever abyss or Abyssinia lies beyond--would have to 
be virtually self-created, like the miraculous hidden-treasure Dakini-scrolls of Tibet or the tadpole- 
script spirit-texts of Taoism--& absolutely incandescent, like the last screamed messages of a witch or 
heretic burning at the stake (to paraphrase Artaud). 


Ican sense these texts trembling just beyond the veil. 


What if the mood should strike us to renounce both the mere objectivity of art & the mere subjectivity 
of theory? to risk the abyss? What if no one followed? So much the better, perhaps--we might find our 
equals amongst the Hyperboreans. What if we went mad? Well--that's the risk. What if we were bored? 


Already some time ago we placed all our bets on the irruption of the marvelous into everyday life-- 
won a few, then lost heavily. Sufism was indeed much much easier. Pawn everything then, down to the 
last miserable scrawl? double our stakes? cheat? 


It's as if there were angels in the next room beyond thick walls--arguing? fucking? One can't make 
out a single word. 


Can we retrain ourselves at this late date to become Finders of hidden treasure? And by what 
technique, seeing that it is precisely technique which has betrayed us? Derangement of the senses, 
insurrection, piety, poetry? Knowing how is a cheap mountebank's trick. But knowing what might be 
like divine self-knowledge--it might create ex nihilo. 


Finally, however, it will become necessary 
to leave this city which hovers immobile on 
the edge of a sterile twilight, like Hamelin 
after all the children were lured away. 
Perhaps other cities exist, occupying the 
same space & time, but... different. And 
perhaps there exist jungles where mere 
enlightenment is outshadowed by the black 
light of jaguars. I have no idea--& I'm 
terrified. 
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Descent Into Hell 
(Chapter 5) 


by Thom Metzger 


The Dope Fiend is an amalgam of many elements from American culture of the early 20th century. But no force was 
so crucial to its final form as the so-called Yellow Peril. This national convulsion is one of the best-known and 
obvious examples of racist hysteria in American history, as the population of an entire continent was cast as barely 
human, alien, threatening, tainted: a kind of racial contagion. As archetypal invading Others, Asians, especially 
Chinese, were resisted, feared, and maligned with a virulence that echoes to the present time. 


It would appear that Americans have always had a deep need for racial enemies: an Other to project fear, suspicion, 
hate and envy onto, a quasi-human scapegoat figure against whom Americans define themselves. To be an "us," 
there has to be an inferior "them." It's almost as though this culture has a profound uncertainty of what it is, so the 
need for an image of what it isn't becomes overwhelmingly important. 


Réne Girard, in his discussion of the sacrificial victim, argues that all cultures select the scapegoat from outside. 
"Between the victims and the community a crucial social link is missing."[1] Perhaps the victim is not literally from 
the outside, but some characteristics — racial, ethnic, sex, social class, religion — set the victim apart from the 
dominant culture. What's necessary for this process to function is that the victim is on some level not human in the 
same way that the sacrificers are. The conquerors of the New World certainly struggled with the question of the 
natives' humanness; the Roman Catholic Church was forced into the debate, deciding whether the Indians even had 
souls. The enslavement of thousands of Africans was also facilitated by this same notion. If an African and a 
European were human in the same way, then certain moral impediments would stand in the way of wholesale 
cultural annihilation. More recently, Nazi propagandists depicted their cultural enemies as vermin: rats, snakes, 
insects, carrion birds. Jews were not human in Nazi ideology in the same way that so-called Aryans were, thus 
making their enslavement and eventual destruction a matter of interspecies, not intercultural, conflict. 


In the U.S., it was common to treat Asians as fundamentally different than those of European "blood" or "germ 
plasm." Well before substantial Asian immigration into the U.S., traders and (more often) missionaries promoted 
extreme misrepresentations of the Chinese in their homeland. In the early 1800s, Protestant missionaries — partly as 
a way of drumming up more financial support for their efforts, and partly as a result of simple racism — described 
the Chinese as deep in the thrall of Satan. In particular, sexual perversion and excesses filled the pages of their 
reports. Fevered accounts of "orgies of idolatry" in which pagan rites were thinly disguised sexual frenzies, the 
participants exhibiting a "diabolical ecstasy," were common.[2] Heathen religion and sexual debauchery were 
indistinguishable for the missionaries: "Girls scarcely twelve years old were given up to the beastly passions of men. 
Parents prostituted their daughters; husbands their wives; brothers their sisters — and this they did with a diabolical 
joy."[3] Terms such as "vile," "polluted," and "debased" abound. Young white girls were never safe when in Chinese 
society, which might lure them with "pictures, songs and aphrodisiacs" into "the Gates of Hell to perform 
abominable acts."[4] The use of demonic imagery is not incidental; it is one of the characteristics of the American 
scapegoating process. Like the Puritan spiritual warriors in New England, missionaries to China saw themselves 
fighting a nearly omnipotent foe, a universal polluting essence. "Its corrupting and debasing influences pervade all 
classes of society. Forms of vice which in other lands sulk in dark places, or appear only in the midnight orgies of 
the bacchanalian revelers, in China blanch not in the light of noonday."[5] One editor reported that the Chinese 
butchered young girls in order to "drink certain fluids from their bodies." Also, "grains of rice steeped in freshly cut 
gall bladder" were used for "magical, medicinal purposes."[6] Echoing the archetypal European slur on Judaism — 
that Christian children were captured and tortured in "Jewish-Satanic" rites — a report in the North China Daily 
News alleged that Christian children were being kidnapped in Shanghai, and their eyes and "private parts" were 
being sliced out to make "mysterious drugs." 


Much of this lurid rhetoric reappeared in almost identical form once the Chinese began to emigrate to the U.S. But in 
addition, a new layer of anxiety appeared: the fear and resentment that Chinese workers were a threat to "native" 
American laborers’ livelihoods. 


As the Chinese began entering the U.S. in the 1850s, they had a major impact on the American labor market, 
especially on the West Coast. In various jobs requiring long hours of heavy toil — laundry, mining, farm work, 
railroad construction — they succeeded, and often surpassed white workers. Putting in longer and more productive 
hours, Chinese laborers were soon perceived as a serious threat. And opium — which many Chinese workers 
smoked, and which contributed to their greater stamina and tolerance for grueling labor — was painted in the 
popular press as a menace to "American manhood." It's important to note that by most objective accounts, the 
Chinese in America were and continue to be a far more law-abiding group than most others. Actual arrests for 
robbery, rape, murder, etc. were consistently lower than for the general population, even with the slanders and 
hysteria influencing the police and courts. Still, because American labor unions felt deeply threatened by Chinese 
efficiency and hard work, they began a campaign to halt further immigration and to marginalize the roughly 100,000 


Chinese who were in the U.S. by the time the Exclusion Act was passed by Congress in 1889. Led by its president, 
Samuel Gompers, the AFL carried out a decades-long vilification campaign against the Chinese. In 1902, Gompers 
co-authored a booklet called Some Reasons for Chinese Exclusion: Meat Versus Rice; American Manhood Against 
Asiatic Coolieism — Which Shall Survive? In this work, he argued that "The racial differences between American 
whites and Asiatics would never be overcome. The superior whites had to exclude the inferior Asiatics by law, or if 
necessary, by force of arms. The Yellow Man found it natural to lie, cheat, and murder and 99 out of 100 Chinese are 
gamblers."[7] By 1906, Gompers' rhetoric contained all the elements of American fear and hatred that drove 
eugenicists and later exploiters of drug-hysteria. "Maintenance of the nation depended on racial purity," he declared. 
[8] And regarding the archetypal den of drug iniquity, he wrote: "What other crimes were committed in those dark 
fetid places when those innocent victims of the Chinaman's viles [sic] were under the influence of the drug, are 
almost too horrible to imagine. There are hundreds, aye, thousands, of our American girls and boys who have 
acquired this deathly habit and are doomed, hopelessly doomed, beyond the shadow of redemption."[9] Though 
originating in crass economic motives, Gompers' seething fears took on a clearly religious tone. This was not just a 
struggle for jobs, but a war for the American soul. 


Samuel Gompers, who led the American Federation of Labor's 
campaign of defamement and malignment against the Chinese. 
(Courtesy of Dictionary of American Portraits) 


Responding to such battle cries, Congress banned the importation of opium by Chinese, though allowing Americans 
this right for another 20 years. In 1890, another law prohibited Chinese from processing smoking opium, but 
continued to allow "native" entrepreneurs this right until 1909, when opium smoking was banned altogether. Why 
such a discrepancy? More than one scholar[10] has argued that opium was seen as a "secret weapon," a tool that 
gave the Chinese greater ability and stamina, affording them an "unfair advantage" over American workers. 
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Farly 20h century depiction of a Chinese opium den. 


The Yellow Peril took a number of forms. For the purpose of better understanding the development of the Dope 
Fiend, four areas will be my focus: disease, race-mixing and sexual threat, slavery, and opium use. 


The Yellow Peril soon became a familiar threat. 


The Chinese — both in Asia and the U.S. — were associated with filth and diseases on countless occasions. And 
both of these concepts were crucial to the belief that Asians were a threat to America protoplasmic purity. In 
numerous reports during the Exclusion Act debates, medical metaphors were used — some so sloppily that it's 
impossible to tell whether the writers were referring to social, moral or physical pestilence. As the germ theory 
became known to the average American, it came to dominate thinking about the Chinese, whose settlements were 
referred to as "huge festering ulcers," nests, hives, dens, and cancers. And the "infectious diseases that germinate in 
the filth of that malodorous quarter" were feared to be spreading to nearby native communities.[11] Leprosy was a 
favorite disease with which to compare Chinese culture: "the Mongolian Blight." 


From medieval anti-Jewish propaganda to the first vampire film, Nosferatu; from Old Testament ritual surrounding 
the spread of pestilence to the paranoia and hate-mongering that accompanied the early days of AIDS, plagues are 
frequently blamed on a foreign, "unnatural," presence. The Chinese menace was similarly explained in Dr. Arthur 
Stout's Chinese Immigration and the Physiological Cause of Decay of a Nation. This 1862 report conflates racial- 
mixture fears, crackpot medical theories and sheer nonsense. 


According to Stout, "hereditary diseases" such as consumption, scrofula, syphilis and insanity were rife among the 
Chinese, and their foul habit of smoking opium contributed to the problem. Allowing the Chinese (and blacks, too) 
to stay in America would be like permitting "cancer" to eat away at the body politic. The "Divine Excellence" of the 
Anglo-Saxon race must not be polluted by "Asiatic horrors," Stout declared. "Until Islamism and Paganism alike 
sink into oblivion, and Christianity enters, like sunlight unto chaos, to illuminate and revivify this ancient world... we 
cannot permit Asiatics to enter."[12] Stout was not a lone voice crying in the wilderness. The AMA's evaluation of 
this report was in full agreement. "The evils likely to result from the combined intermixture of races and introduction 
of habits and customs of a sensual and depraved people in our midst, with hereditary vices and engrafted 
peculiarities" were more than sufficient cause to keep all aliens out.[13] Nine years later, Dr. Stout sounded the 
warning cry again, in even more clamorous terms: 


Better it would be for our country that the hordes of Genghis Khan should overflow the land 
and with armed hostility devastate our valleys with sabre and the firebrand that these more 
pernicious hosts in the garb of friends should insidiously poison the well springs of life, and 
spreading far and wide, gradually undermine and corrode the vitals of our strength and 
prosperity.[14] 


Besides leprosy and cancer, syphilis was a disease commonly blamed on Chinese contamination. More potent, more 
virulent than ordinary syphilis was the Chinese Pox or "Canton Ulcer." This "foul contagion," explained the editor of 
The Medico Literary Journal in 1878, "is progressively tainting the Anglo-Saxon blood."[15] J. Marion Sims — 
president of the AMA and world-renowned for his gynecological experiments — asserted that every Chinese slave- 
prostitute "breeds moral and physical pestilence." On the West Coast, "even boys eight and ten years old have been 
syphilized by these degraded wretches."[16] The implication here, that the literal and metaphorical bloodstream was 
being poisoned, is obvious. So-called Chinese Afflictions were thought to be the result of a millennia-long history of 


"beastly vices, resistant to all the efforts of modem medicine."[17] 


Fear of sexual disease is often, on a deep level, really a fear of genetic corruption. Sims' obsession with women's 
genital organs and the "seed" of young boys reflects a profound anxiety regarding America's reproductive abilities. 
These same fears surfaced again in the literature of "addiction;" many doctors fretted about opiates ruining the 
reproductive organs. "Generative functions are depressed by opium, and in chronic poisoning the menses cease and 
men become impotent. Passower has demonstrated that the abuse of morphine may occasion atrophy of the female 
organs."[18] 


American children were particularly at risk from the "scourge of the hordes of China." Chinese servants were 
introducing their "loathsome diseases" and "debasing habits" into American homes. Compounding this threat, they 
were allowed to "wash and dress little white girls."[19] Asian immigration was likened to the "introduction in our 
school and nurseries of some new and horrible disease that defied treatment."[20] 


Not only sexual diseases were associated with the Chinese, but also vile, unnatural, sexual practices. The threat of 
"300 million obscene yellow rascals" descending on the U.S., rapacious and insatiable "fiendish almond-eyed 
heathens" whose only goal was to deflower white girls: this slander predates American black-man-as-rapist hysteria 
and is later echoed in Nazi propaganda which showed slavering, taloned, dark-skinned Jews ravishing pure, "Aryan," 
frauleins. Newspapers printed endless stories sodden with race-mixing fears. Horace Greeley made no attempt to 
hide his revulsion: "The Chinese are uncivilized, unclean, and filthy beyond all conception without any of the higher 
domestic or social relations; lustful and sensual in their dispositions; every female is a prostitute of the basest 
order."[21] 


Tales were widely published of "John Chinaman" attending Sunday School in order to get at white women. One 
teacher, who apparently escaped with her chastity intact, had, however, "her health broken down" by the 
overpowering reek of her Chinese students.[22] The New York World, beneath the headline "Two Mongolian Mino- 
taurs — Shocking Debauchery of Innocents," told of naive adolescents lured into prostitution by Chinese laun- 
drymen. Again and again American newspapers inflamed fears and hatred with lurid descriptions of white girls 
falling under the spell of opium and "Asiatic wiles." The New York Times in 1873 published a full page expose of the 
city's Chinatown. It concentrated on Chinese "denizens continuously gambling, feasting on rodents, living in filth, 
and worshipping hideous idols." When a reporter asked the operator of an opium den about the "handsome but 


squalidly dressed young white girl" in his establishment, he replied "with a horrible leer 'Oh hard time in New York. 
Young girl hungry. Plenty come here. Chinaman always have something to eat, and he like young white girl, He! 
He!'"[23] 
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Horace Greeley, progenitor of 
to perpetrate fear of and animosity towards the Chinese. 
(Courtesy of Dictionary of American Portraits) 


Thomas Edison, as developer of the kinetograph, was the first to exploit stereotypes of Chinese on film. His 
company produced a 1/2-minute film called Chinese Opium Den in 1894. Ten years later he produced Rube in an 
Opium Joint, likely the earliest surviving film depicting drug use. Other exploitation and fear-mongering films 
followed: Morphia — The Death Drug, Drug Traffic, Secret Sin, The Devil's Needle, Black Fear, The Girl Who 
Didn't Care, and The Devil's Assistant— all made before 1920.[24] 


Curiously, the theater itself was often seen as a place of drug-drenched sexual danger. "Hundreds of respectable 
girls" were supposedly drugged in dark movie houses by white slavers armed with secret poison needles. Other 
places where crowds congregated — amusement parks, street cars, music and dance halls — were also rumored to be 
haunted by hypodermic-wielding pimps.[25] 


According to the tradition, New York's Chinatown prostitutes were predominantly white. The racial mixing stirred 
up a panicky response in law enforcement men, such as New York's police commissioner William McA-doo, who 
described Chinatown prostitutes as "the most wretched, degraded, and utterly vile lot of white women and girls that 
could be found anywhere."[26] On the West Coast, too, fears that Chinese were corrupting American youth ran high. 
San Francisco physician Winslow Anderson wrote of witnessing the "sickening sight of young white girls from 
sixteen to twenty years of age lying half-dressed on the floor or couches, smoking with their 'lover.' Men and 
women, Chinese and white people mix in Chinatown smoking houses."[27] 


Folklore had it that the drug itself was equivalent to illicit sex: "many females are so much excited sexually by the 
smoking of opium during the first few weeks that old smokers with the sole object of ruining them have taught them 
how to smoke."[28] 


The allegedly common practice of female slavery in American Chinese communities was also widely discussed. The 
New York Times in 1905, for instance, ran the story "Rescuing Angel of the Little Slaves of Chinatown," complete 
with illustrations of beautiful "brothel inmates" and Chinese procurers whipping them with the cat-o-nine-tails. The 
piece focused on the work of missionary Helen F. Clark, who "risked the murderous threats of enraged highbinders" 
in "the nether region of squalor and vice." Sensational tales of abduction, torture and moral decay dovetail neatly 
with the common association of Chinese and opium use. Sentimental at times, and occasionally dumb with disbelief, 
the Times reporter described the plight of a young slave girl in New York's Pell street. 


One day Miss Clark discovered little Ah Foon, discovered her in an opium den on a hank of 
matting by the side of her opium-soaked mother, who was molding pills for a score of depraved 
Chinamen to smoke. She was only seven years old and she was used for a runner for the opium 
joints.[29] 


In "Chinese Slavery in America" Charles Holden too linked the debased sexual practices of the Chinese with their 
use of opium. And like the author of "Rescuing Angel," he seemed to take a perverse delight in describing bizarre 
tortures: "The life of the slave is a chapter telling of total debasement and ill treatment. The mission managers have 
found girls who have been burnt with red-hot irons, dragged about by the hair and had their eyes propped open with 
sticks."[30] 


More common, however, was the image of women debauched by opium, willing sex-slaves to the bestial Chinese. 
Hamilton Wright, one of the most important figures in the legal attack on Asian drugs, noted that "one of the most 
unfortunate phases of the habit of smoking opium in this country is the large number of women who have become 
involved and were living as common-law wives or cohabiting with Chinese."[31] 


Facts contradict this propaganda. Most white opium smokers were people of means: socialites, theatrical folk, 
financiers and other professionals. Though the habit was frequently associated with the criminal underclass, until the 
early 20th century it was still often a "gentleman's vice. White opium smokers of this period were generally 
described as 'sporting characters.'"[32] 


A final thread in this knotted skein was pure American show biz. Chuck Connors, one of New York's most-quoted 
celebrity reconteurs, made a living in the 1890s as a "lobby gow," or tour guide, taking groups of well-heeled 
slummers into Chinatown. Novelists, royalty, and theatrical people, as well as run-of-the-mill wealthy gawkers, paid 
handsomely for an in-depth look at this "Chinese hell." There, Connors would spin tales of depravity and sin, 
identifying random passersby as "notorious Tong hatchet men," and women seen in upper story windows as "slave 
wives." Contributing much to the popular notion of the Chinese narcotic threat, he'd finally bring his charges to a 
fake opium den tricked out in the utmost of squalid Chinese decor. A man, named Georgie Yee, posed with a white 
woman as hopeless addicts. As a titillating climax to the tour, Yee would begin gibbering and jigging around the 


"den" — Connors explaining to his goggle-eyed guests that Yee's insanity was a direct result of the "demon opium." 
Lulu — Yee's consort — lounged lasciviously, as a potent reminder of how far white women could fall when they 
meddle with opium.[33] The fact that the entire episode was fabricated for tourists did not diminish its impact. The 
guests would flee back to their safe white enclaves and tell everyone they knew that they'd seen with their own eyes 
the effects of the demon flower. 
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American newspapers tirelessly editorialized 
against the perceived threats of opium. 


Sexual degradation, filth, disease, threats of racial degeneration, miscegenation and madness: taken together these 
elements formed a powerful, and long-lived, image in the American psyche. The Chinese — as carriers of the 
narcotic plague — stand as the first incarnation of the Dope Fiend, prototypical threat to American Purity. 


The sacrificial creature, or scapegoat, is one of the most ancient and deeply rooted figures in human consciousness. 
Whether animal or human, the scapegoat serves two crucial functions: the relief of intolerable anxiety, and the ritual 
purging of guilt. Few people in the industrialized world still believe in literal religious sacrifice, yet the archetypal 
patterns continue because the archetypal needs remain. The repression of unacceptable thoughts, desires, and 
impulses will continue as long as there is human culture. And one of the most basic results of this repression is the 
selection, condemnation and destruction of the scapegoat. 


The term was coined in 1530 by biblical translator William Tyndale, his Anglicization of the Latin term caper 
emissarus. In Leviticus 16, we find a thorough description of this best-known sacrificial creature: 


When Aaron has finished performing the ritual to purify the Most Holy Place, the rest of the 
tent of the Lord's Presence, and the alter, he shall present to the Lord the live goat chosen for 
Azazel. He shall put both of his hands on the goat's head and confess over it all the evils, sins 
and rebellions of the people of Israel, and so transfer them to the goat's head. Then the goat 
chosen for Azazel shall be presented alive to the Lord and sent into the desert to Azazel in 
order to take away the sins of the people.[34] 


This section of the Old Testament is concerned with ritual purity. Complex instructions are given to maintain the 
unpolluted status of Hebrew religious practice: dipping fingers into blood, ceremonial bathing, and the burning of 
animal fat, skin, meat and intestines. 


The goat was, of course, later associated with the Devil in many traditions; Biblical scholars assume that the Azazel 
referred to here was a desert demon, or "the collective figure for all the desert spirits."[35] One element of this 
dynamic should be kept in mind: the best sacrificial creature, the one ordained by God, is also the most demonic. 


Christ, the lamb of God, bearer of the sins of humankind, is foreshadowed by Azazel's demonized goat. This is an 
excellent example of what Thomas Szasz calls the "cosmic recycling of vice into virtue, evil into good." The pattern 
of transformation goes in both directions: "to be a saint, one must start as a sinner." To be the Lord of all demons, 
one must start as the Greatest of Angels.[36] 


Heroin, the most highly praised commercial medication of its time, fell to the status of the most reviled substance on 
earth within a few decades. The fact that most Americans are ignorant of heroin's birth and early halcyon years is no 
coincidence. Just as Satan's time as the Lord of Light, second only to God in greatness, is little-discussed now by 
those who believe in the Judeo-Christian tradition, so heroin's early life has been to a large degree erased from 
popular consciousness. Heroin as primal menace looms from the mists, its origin shrouded in rumor and half-truths. 
Knowledge of its development in the most modern pharmacological lab in the world works against the notion of the 
drug as filthy, polluting essence. Still, this conversion from white to black, from wonder drug to demon drug, 
conforms to the scapegoating pattern that can be found in most cultures, from prehistoric times to the present. As 
Europe and the U.S. passed through the Enlightenment and the 


Industrial Revolution, many overtly religious sacrifices were discarded or transformed. With the widespread decline 
in "irrational" Christianity came an increased faith in "rational" science and technology. Nonetheless, people still 
needed scapegoats, and found them wherever they could. 


For instance, consider the electric chair, first used only seven years before the introduction of heroin. In my book 
Blood and Volts: Edison, Tesla and the Electric Chair, I argue that capital punishment — particularly new execution 
techniques — serves the same function as ancient human sacrifice. The unacceptable, the "uncivilized" drives and 
wishes and ideas of a culture, are projected onto the criminal and then ritually expunged by taking his life. William 
Kemmler, the first man executed by the electric chair, was vilified during his trial as a drunken "hatchet fiend." 
Fifteen months later, as he was strapped into the electric chair, legal authorities and newsmen alike praised him as a 
scientific and societal paragon, transformed by the "godlike power" and "heavenly might" of electricity.[37] 


Opium in the Middle Ages, alcohol in various forms, tea in China, sassafras during the 1500s, coffee and even 
tobacco smoke (inhaled or blown up the rectum in "gaseous clysters") were all at one time touted as cure-alls. Now 
they are highly suspect, if not strictly forbidden. Heroin leads the parade of substances once praised and now 
condemned. But as with other panaceas, its malign status is more a result of cultural upheaval than basic 
pharmacology. 


"The purpose of the sacrifice is to restore harmony to the community, to reinforce the social fabric," Rene Gi-rard 
writes in Violence and the Sacred. "The sacrifice serves to protect the entire community from its own violence; it 
prompts the entire community to choose victims outside itself."[38] 


By akind of sympathetic magic (using violent "treatment" to cure a violent "disease"), the most fearful members of a 
society strive to inflict the same pain that the supposed perpetrator has caused. Old Testament talion law is not so 
much about fairness or restoring moral balance as it is about undoing defilement. An act of antisocial violence 
contaminates every member of society; and eye for an eye gives the feeling of cleansing all taint. In the emotional 
heat of social chaos, members of the group seek an easy answer to their complex problems. Most social crises stem 
from tangled roots. Understanding these, let alone digging them out, is too difficult for most. A simple solution is 
desired. Even if the actual social chaos is not tamed, the feeling of chaos is reduced by acts of ritual violence. If 
Girard is correct, then violence directed at the sacrificial victim makes it both cursed and sacred. By blaming the 
scapegoat, society implicitly attributes to it miraculous or superhuman abilities. And by its expulsion or death, it 
evidences supernatural powers — healing the community's wounds. 


The level of violence, the pitch of emotion accompanying the scapegoat ritual, is directly proportional to the level of 
phobic doubt that pervades a society. Dissent, factionalism, changes in racial and ethnic makeup, new beliefs 
(whether religious or scientific), technological innovation, economic uncertainty: all of these contribute to an 
intolerable sense of anxiety and turmoil. They often result in the demand for a scapegoat. 


The period of heroin's demonization is often thought of as pure and idyllic. The so-called Gay Nineties, the Aughts 
and Teens have been sentimentalized by film and popular fiction. But, in fact, this time was one of great fear and 
disruption in the U.S. Beside racial alarm and hygienic hysteria, a new discord convulsed the body politic: the Red 
Scare. 


In the year following World War One, the United States was gripped by a "national psychoneurosis."[39] Enemies 
were everywhere — or so the press screamed in ominous headlines. Wild-eyed anarchists, socialist saboteurs, bushy- 
headed Reds, Bolshevik revolutionaries bent on the wholesale destruction of the U.S. government: such were the 
specters which haunted the American psyche in 1919 and '20. The threat supposedly affected all aspects of national 
life, but the areas of labor and education were most rife with the "Red menace." The scare lasted little more than a 
year, culminating in the infamous Palmer Raids, with their sweeping abrogation of civil liberties and due process. 
But during that time, dozens were killed, thousands imprisoned and deported for alleged crimes against the state and 
the national soul. Most importantly for the story of heroin's fall, the Red Scare left Americans lusting for new 
scapegoats. 


Emotions were still high after the defeat of Germany, and the threat of wartime saboteurs and sedition still haunted 
the country. A desire for normalcy and tranquillity also fed the mania for a national purge. In Russia, the Bolshevik 
Revolution raged, frightening the U.S. enough to send in its troops for the suppression of this threat to the status quo. 
Simultaneously, American radicals showed great enthusiasm for the revolution and Soviet goals. Bombs, sent 
through the mail, killed a few Americans, and one exploded on Wall Street in September of 1920. Riots flared — 
racial in Washington D.C., and union-related in Seattle and elsewhere. A number of new patriotic groups sprang up, 
or blossomed again: The 


American Defense Society, National Security League, National Civic Federation, Better America Federation, Allied 
Patriotic Societies, National Patriotic Council, and the United States Patriotic Society. The American Legion was 
only surpassed by the KKK (reborn in 1915) in promoting patriotism. Klan membership exploded to 4,500,000 by 
1924. Along with the American Legion, the Daughters of the American Revolution and the Hearst newspapers, the 
Klan howled for "100% Americanism." School textbooks were combed for unpatriotic messages, mandatory loyalty 
oaths were instituted for teachers, and calls for stricter immigration laws grew even more strident. The Klan's agenda 
was proclaimed clearly in 1926. It sought to eradicate "every girl-ruiner, every home-wrecker, every wife-beater, 
every dope-dealer, every moonshiner, every crooked politician, every pagan papist priest, every hyphenated- 
American, every lawless alien."[40] 


Wide-spread outbreaks of labor unrest contributed to the air of anxiety. A steel strike, a coal miner's strike, and even 
a walk-out by Boston policemen convinced many Americans that the unions were conspiring to bring the country to 
ruin. The press — sniffing blood — pounced on these stories and ran amazingly biased reports. Calling radicals 
"assassins and madmen," "human scum," "crime-made beasts" and "vermin," the newspapers whipped American 
mobs to a frenzy. Editorial cartoons showed strikers as troglodytic rapists, wild-haired maniacs and murderers 
pouring liquid poison into the so-called Chalice of State.[41] But perhaps most important were the manipulations of 
public sentiment by a few self-serving capitalists. The owners of the coal mines and steel mills affected by the strikes 
had much to gain by painting union leaders as a toxin in the bloodstream of America. Calvin Coolidge, then 
governor of Massachusetts, gained national fame and a path to the White House by repressing the Boston police 
strike. And A. Mitchell Palmer, the man who's most closely associated with the Red Scare, almost managed to parlay 
the national paranoia into a nomination for the presidency. 
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governor of Massachusetts by squelching a Boston police strike. 
(Courtesy of Dictionary of American Portraits) 


Born into a Quaker family, Palmer early on displayed a curious mixture of religious belief and cynical self- 
promotion. For political services rendered during Woodrow Wilson's run for the White House, he was rewarded with 
various posts. After serving as the Alien Property Custodian (he was instrumental in wresting control of the 
American Bayer plants and patents away from the parent German company), he was named attorney general. Noting 
the adoring press coverage that other Red-baiters had gotten, he instituted a series of raids against so-called 
Bolsheviks which stand as one of the nadirs of American justice. Hunting down aliens whom he believed to be a 
threat to the body politic, Palmer had thousands rounded up without arrest warrants, and held (without 
representation, hearing, or even charges) for days incommunicado. In filthy, ill-lit mass detention chambers with 
little food, miserable sanitation and at times no heat, the prisoners waited at Palmers’ pleasure. When all was said and 
done, only a handful of real "radicals" were convicted or deported. Hundreds of those rounded up had absolutely 
nothing to do with "Bolshevistic" organizations. One ship was sent to the U.S.S.R. full of undesirable aliens; a few 
domestic true believers were convicted of fomenting division and strife. But a year later, when the country began to 
wake from its spell of paranoia, the purpose of the raids remained unclear. 


To Palmer, however, this purge was not just a way of garnering publicity. He truly believed, or he convinced 
himself, that Reds were an infection in the bloodstream of America. In describing enemies caught in the raids, 
Palmer's social hygiene prejudices are obvious: "out of the sly and crafty eyes of many of them leap cupidity, 
cruelty, insanity, and crime, from their lopsided faces, sloping brows, and misshapen features may be recognized the 
unmistakable criminal type."[42] 


It was not just a group of criminals who menaced the U.S. These were a genetic threat. Repeatedly — in newspapers, 
government proclamations, anti-labor propaganda — we can see this obsession with purity. One cartoon from the 
period shows Uncle Sam rooting out the virulent weeds of insurrection: fuzzy-headed, buck-toothed, "slope- 
browed," subhumans who sprout and breed and spread. Though Palmer focused most of his vitriol on social and 
political enemies, the "malicious racial cancer" was one ingredient in this stew of hate and fear. It may seem a great 


leap from the U.S. in 1920 to Nazi Germany in the 1930s, but there are a number of similarities between the Palmer 
raids and the persecution of the Jews. Both were predicated on racial/ethnic purification, both scapegoated a minority 
for expulsion, both were executed by agents of a legitimate national government, both now seem to be acts of 
madness. Of course, the Nazi atrocities caused far more suffering and death, but this may be attributable more to the 
degree of social disruption in Germany than to American law and decency. 


The newspapers of William Randolph Hearst were another foul wind stoking the furnaces of hysteria. Hearst is 
generally credited with developing "yellow journalism." So powerful was his influence at the turn of the century that 
historians place the responsibility for the Spanish-American War squarely on his shoulders. Huge headlines, garish 
colors, wild and sensational illustrations, sentimentalism and paranoia in equal doses: the Hearst papers contributed 
much to the panicky atmosphere that choked the U.S. in the early 1900s. When Hearst's papers weren't detailing 
grisly lust-murders, illicit affairs, or tragedy and scandal, they were sounding a shrill alarm against the "yellow peril" 
of Asian immigration and the dangers of "voodoo satanic music" (jazz). 


Publisher William Randolph Hearst's newspapers tanned the fires 
of racism and scapegeating through yellow journalism. 
Courtesy of Dictionary of American Portraits) 


Promoting a kind of Unified Dread Theory, Hearst's fear-mongering also included a long and unrelenting campaign 
against the "Dope Evil." Soon after the Red Scare abated, Hearst had his papers begin devoting a great deal of space 
to the threat of this new alien influence. In the 1920s and '30s he pushed his editors to publish articles that linked 
drugs with sordid crimes. Sensationalistic, overwrought, full of factual errors and bald fabrications, these articles had 
a major influence on the public's image of the Dope Fiend. Besides the "slant-eyed" heathen Chinese, Hearst targeted 
Mexicans for racial slander. After Pancho Villa took 800,000 acres of valuable land from him, Hearst had his papers 
run endless variations of the Mexican-as-drug-addled-menace tale. Interestingly, the term "marijuana" (previously 
Mexican slang for the plant) was promoted by Hearst as a way of associating the demon weed with Spanish-speaking 
immigrants. Before Hearst's hate campaign, the herb was sold in American pharmacies as Cannabis In-dica or Indian 
Hemp. Screaming headlines warned readers of "Frankenstein monsters," "Bloodlust," "unparalleled viciousness" and 
"voodoo-satanic music" driving Fiends into bestial rampages. The so-called crime wave which Hearst's papers 
attributed to drugs included not only rape and murder but such outrages as blacks stepping on a white man's shadow, 
looking directly at white women, and laughing at whites.[43] 


In one of the most overblown anti-drug screeds of the period, Dope: the Story of the Living Dead, Winifred Black 
wrote at length about the danger to the "white race" that opiates posed. Also known as Annie Laurie, Black worked 


for the Hearst chain for years, writing an advice column for the lovelorn. She's generally accepted as the first 
newspaper sob sister, precursor of all the Beatrice Fairfaxes and Miss Lonelyhearts. More importantly, she wrote 
hundreds of columns for Hearst on the "Dope Problem." Often accompanied by a photo of Black — a jowly, 
scowling schoolmarm — these articles were, by sheer volume and repetition, highly influential. "Unseen and 
Insidious, Drug Habit Creeps In," "60 Percent of All Convicts are Addicts," "Danger in Parole: Weak-kneed Judges 
at Fault," "Winifred Black Declares Dope Parley Farce," "Drug Ring Havoc," "U.S. Drug Slave Nation Says 
Authority," "Paradise Alley is Fetid Hell-Hole of Lost Souls." Her articles recycle the same cliche and sentimental 
pabulum aimed especially at female readers. 


Dead — of morphine — the president of one of the biggest and best women's clubs in this city. 


Dead — of heroin — a writer known and beloved in every home in Illinois, a woman of 
refinement and culture.[44] 


Dope, Black's book, is a delirious mixture of horror-mongering and breezy newspaper style. "Degradation, filth, 
disgrace, shame — what are these things but words, once you have grown to know the fitful fluttering of the black 
candle in your diseased brain?" The "living dead" are "ragged, dirty, half-insane, and absolutely helpless." And the 
menace to women was far worse than for men. The female "walking corpse doesn't comb her hair. She forgets her 
daily bath. She does not laugh. She is haggard, yellow-skinned, dull-eyed."[45] 


Speaking directly to the female Dope Fiend, she conjures a picture of not only literal bad hygiene but eugenic 
degradation too. "You are back again in the dark and the dirt and the rags, with a black man on one side of you, 
stretched on the same couch and a yellow man too." The worst scenario Black can conceive is a race-mixing orgy, all 
social order broken down, all genetic barriers in ruins, the pure protoplasm of white women menaced by black and 
yellow pollutants. "Don't make any mistake about it — there's a dope peddler in your neighborhood — a Mexican, a 
Japanese, a Chinese, a negro."[46] 
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Picking up the racist anti-dope torch and carrying it well into the 1950s was Harry Anslinger, head of the Federal 
Bureau of Narcotics. Though his obsession was more with marijuana (which he dubbed "the assassin of youth") than 
opiates, Anslingers' 32-year tenure as the nation's dope czar carried on the efforts of the social-hygienic crusaders of 
the early 20th century. 


Tough, forthright, bearing an uncanny facial resemblance to Benito Mussolini, Anslinger was appointed head of the 
Bureau in 1930. A low-level diplomat during World War One, he came to the position with little experience in drug 
enforcement and none in medicine. His admirable record in the diplomatic corps was not his chief qualification to 
head the federal assault on narcotics, however. A deeply held belief in the menace of various ideologies 
(Communism, anarchism, socialism) enamored him with many congressmen. Equally important was the stamp of 
approval placed on him by W.R. Hearst. 


To call Anslinger a racist is perhaps misleading. He made no statements regarding the inferiority of blacks, or argued 
that aliens had a devolutionary effect on the American gene pool. Still, the gospel he preached was heavy, near to 
collapse, with the burden of racist imagery. In 1937, for instance, he told Congress that "Negroes and Mexicans, and 
entertainers" were more likely to be Dope Fiends than whites. And their music — swing and bebop — was directly 
influenced by drugs. He told credulous congressmen that this "satanic music," in conjunction with drug use, lured 
white women into "sexual relations with Negroes." His hatred of jazz seemed to at times border on the pathological. 
He ordered his agents to keep files on a wide variety of musicians, from cutting-edge beboppers (Dizzy Gillespie and 
Thelonius Monk) to middle-of-the-road entertainers. Even such mainstream performers as Milton Berle and Andre 
Kostelanetz were secretly investigated for links to the Dope Evil. Anslinger's dream was a nationwide sweep of 
jazzmen, a once-and-for-all cleansing of this "syncopated taint." Likely impressed by the dispatch, if not the 
ruthlessness of the Palmer raids, Anslinger planned and plotted to round up in one dragnet all the blacks who 
threatened America's well-being with their "voodooistic" music.[47] 


The anti-Bolshevik ideology that dominated his thinking in the 1920s was transformed, or merged with, the anti- 
narcotic beliefs crucial to his later policies. Anslinger appears to have ingested the Red Scare mind-set whole, and 
made it integral to his thinking. More than anyone else, America's extreme punitive stance toward drug use can be 
traced to Harry Anslinger. In his three decades as head of the F.B.N. he never once wavered from his belief that 
"severe mandatory prison sentences for first convictions" were the only defense against encroaching social pollutants. 
[48] 


World War One and the Red Scare were a turning point for American consciousness, especially pertaining to foreign 
influence. Before the war, the usual explanation for America's drug appetite was to blame irresponsible doctors or 
the "American disease": extreme hurry and striving, a high-pitched and fast-paced life. But after the anti-German 
sentiment of World War One, after the Palmer raids, after Hearst's propaganda machine went into high gear and anti- 
Chinese slanders had thoroughly permeated American thinking, the blame for drug use was no longer placed on the 
citizens of the U.S. Scapegoats were needed; foreign powers and unscrupulous alien infiltrators were now labeled as 
the cause of America's drug use. Self-appointed narcotics experts — such as Hamilton Wright and congressman 
Stephen Porter — placed guilt on the malign influence of outsiders. From South America came cocaine. Heroin was 
a "German invention," shouted congressman Henry Rainey; and in the wake of the World War One, the term 
"German" evoked instant fear and suspicion. China sent crude opium. North Africa provided hashish. In short, the U. 
S. was surrounded by dangers on all sides. If America's "sacred germ plasm" was to be preserved, then constant 
vigilance, war-like self-defense, and perpetual surveillance would be necessary.[49] 


Richmond Pearson Hobson, who was instrumental in 
the creation of the “Dope Fiend” stereotype. 
(Courtesy of Dicthonary of American Portraits) 


Dope Fiend iconography can be traced to a wide variety of sources. But if responsibility for its final form and 
widespread dissemination is to be given to one person, it must be Richmond Pearson Hobson. According to William 
Weir, Hobson "single-handedly created the 'dope fiend,' a propaganda masterwork that ranks with the Protocols of 
the Elders of Zion."{50] Racism, fear-mongering, pseudo-science, eugenic mania, self-aggrandizement, skillful 
manipulation of the media: these were all woven deeply into the career of Richmond P. Hobson. Interestingly, he 
wrote of the need for a "final solution" to the drug problem a year before Mein Kampf was published.[51] This is not 
to suggest that Hobson was an influence on Hitler, or was a crypto-fascist. My point is that both 


American Dope Fiend paranoia and the German scape-goating of the Jews have significant connections. Two very 
different cultures, two distinct economic and political situations produced a surprisingly similar response during the 
same period. 


Hobson began his career as a crusader speaking and writing against alcohol, which he claimed was a "protoplasm 
poison." The origin of his entire anti-dope philosophy can be found in his early anti-liquor work. Alcohol and the 
Human Race is a useful place to begin examining the various components that went into his thoughts, especially 
regarding the effects of drugs on procreation. Repressed sexual fears leak through in a hundred places in the book, 
like a relentless sea of reproductive anxiety surrounding a tiny boat. Sexual essence is epitomized as protoplasm — 
which he vaguely defined as composing the "physical machinery of all life and the evolution of all life in plants, 
animals and man." For Hobson, protoplasm was both physical and metaphysical, the essence of racial identity. In 
one place he described it as "sacred." Elsewhere, it is a mysterious "opaque jelly." He warned against a "destructive 
attack upon the glands of reproduction in men," conflated syphilis, gonorrhea and alcoholism, fretted about the fate 
of "the tender tissue associated with reproduction in male and female," and sounded the alarm against "withering 
blights on the germ plasm" which were "truly terrifying."[52] It doesn't require a professional psychological analysis 
to detect the sexual anxiety implicit in these claims, especially when we consider his admonitions about "brute 
Negroes" who "commit unnatural crimes" on white women.[53] 


Hobson's book is a repetitive, pseudo-scientific attack on alcohol in all forms — blaming the Demon Rum for almost 
all of humankind's ills, including war, sexual perversion, venereal disease, lack of patriotism, political tyranny, "mob 
spirit, violence, rioting, incendiarism, anarchy, wanton destruction," low worker productivity and racial degeneration. 
[54] Like the Nazi racial philosophers who traced genealogies, Hobson argued at length that the blighting effects of 


liquor extended out to the fourth generation: "Thus having both parents and all four grandparents free from the 
poison and only one great-grandparent on one side alcoholized, nevertheless this generation was still degenerate." 
The effects were not merely physical disease, though. Hobson blamed the corrupting influence of alcohol for "mental 
deficiency, hysteria, convulsions, epilepsy, feeble-mindedness, idiocy or insanity," and claimed that drinkers often 
became "impulsive degenerates, criminals, profligates and moral imbeciles."[55] 


For Hobson, it was always immorality and spiritual decay that lay at the heart of any social problem. Even as a 
youngster, stiff-necked Puritanism frequently colored his actions. He entered the U.S. Naval academy at age 14, and 
was nicknamed "Parson" for his sanctimonious attitudes and overpious behavior. His arrogance was manifested early 
and continued throughout his life. Though highly successful at organizing various anti-dope leagues, he tended not to 
work well with others. More than one writer has commented on his egotism and "powerful desire for individual 
recognition."[56] 


A recent graduate from Annapolis, Captain Hobson made a name for himself during the Spanish-American War. 
When the Spanish fleet was at anchor in Santiago harbor, Hobson volunteered to take command of the coal-carrier 
Merrimac and scuttle it to keep the fleet bottled up. He was convinced that the Spanish gunners couldn't hit 
"anything smaller than the ocean."[57] Unfortunately, he overestimated their racial inferiority. The collier was sunk 
where it would do no good, and the brave American was fished out of the water. When Spanish Admiral Pascual 
Cervera greeted him and offered him liquor, Hobson made a fine show of refusing. Released from captivity a month 
later, Hobson returned to the U.S. a hero. Touring the country, he was exactly what a war-frenzied America wanted: 
a tall, handsome, soldier-hero "looking much like one of Frederick Remington's popular pictures of heavy-mustached 
cowboys."[58] At a welcoming ceremony in Chicago, a female cousin of Hobson's turned up and gave him a much- 
remarked-upon public kiss. Soon he was kissing hundreds of star-struck young women as he went from town to 
town. George Jean Nathan, of The Smart Set, claimed that Hobson was "the most dashing figure of romance for 
American women until the coming of Valentino." Completing his conversion into a popular culture icon, a candy- 
maker created the "Hobson Kiss" — a chewy confection that sold briskly wherever the hero appeared. 


Hobson soon found that being a hero made him an instant expert. Marrying the daughter of a wealthy Wall Street 
banker, he was ready for the next, higher, step into public life. In 1906 Hobson won a congressional seat from his 
native Alabama and soon was working toward a total national ban on alcohol. In 1914, he was the first to call for a 
constitutional amendment for prohibition. Though defeated, Hobson's efforts set the stage for the coming victory of 
the Drys. 


Andrew Sinclair provides an excellent analysis of the deepest motivations driving the anti-liquor crusaders. In 
Prohibition: the Era of Excess, he argues that the 


emotion which they exploited was fear: the fear of sin and God; the fear of race against race 
and skin against skin; the fear of venereal diseases; the fear of idiot children; the fear of 
violence suppressed by conscience and loosed by liquor; the dark sexual fears of civilization. 
[59] 


And no one exploited these fears better than Richmond P. Hobson. He conceived of the history of mankind as the 
history of alcohol, no force having a greater impact on evolution and the achievement of "higher civilization": 


In America we are making the last stand of the great white race, and substantially of the human 
race. If this destroyer can not be conquered in young America, it can not in any of the old and 
more degenerate nations. If America fails, the world will be undone and the human race will be 
doomed to go down from degeneracy into degeneracy til the Almighty in wrath wipes the 
accursed thing out.[60] 


Hobson remained in the public eye for decades: the most well-known and well-received speaker on the subject of 
"protoplasm poison" and its analogue, racial degeneration. After achieving little of note in the House, he was 
defeated in a run for the Senate in 1914 and devoted the rest of his life to the crusade against bodily corruption. 
Allying himself with the powerful Anti-Saloon League, Hobson traveled from city to city as the star lecturer. 
"Alcohol is killing our people at the rate of two thousand a day, every day of the year," he told overflow audiences. 
Never constrained by facts or the need for documentation, Hobson made up statistics as he spoke. "One of five 
children of alcohol consumers is hopelessly insane." "Ninety-five percent of all acts and crimes of violence are 
committed by drunkards." "Nearly one half of all deaths that occur are due to alcohol." "One hundred and twenty- 
five million white men today are wounded by alcohol."[61] 


Hobson's brag, that he was the highest paid lecturer in the U.S. (after William Jennings Bryan) is likely true. 
Between 1914 and 1922 he was paid $171,250 by the Anti-Saloon League. Hobson made $700 a week, plus $100 for 
every extra lecture he did.[62] He gave essentially the same speech, "The Great Destroyer," hundreds of times. But 
Hobson was not in the purity-and-pollution business just for the money. He believed his ceaseless propaganda. 
Giving the same speech, spouting made-up facts, looking out at thousands of eager faces in the audience, Hobson 
carved the tenets of his faith deeper and deeper into his own heart. 


To call Hobson a racist is not very useful, as his brand of racial philosophy was far more complex than the average 
American prejudices of his time. In Hobson's thinking regarding race, he had absorbed much of the fear and hatred 
of the post-war Deep South. However, this doesn't explain completely the degree to which Hobson associated drug 
and alcohol use with "racial degeneracy." He was in favor of disfranchising blacks. Hobson spoke repeatedly about 
"the white man" being "further evolved" than blacks. He argued that white America needed to "clothe society with 
the mantle of protection, producing a race consciousness of this new peril." Hobson preached a gospel of instinctive 
"self-preservation, of race pride, of true patriotism" in which the "home, the state, the race," would protect itself 
against alien "scourges." Allied with the science of his day, his racism was more persuasive and long-lived than the 
crude name-calling that often characterizes racist propaganda.[63] 


A bizarre notion of evolution and human destiny pervaded Hobson's thinking. He developed his concept of genetic 
progress — a "top brain/bottom brain" split — with little, if any, real scientific support. Still, Hobson repeated the 
theory endlessly and it was picked up and promoted by other writers. According to this theory, higher human 
functions were in the "top brain" or "shrine of the soul," while animalistic, anarchic, drives were in the "lower 
brain... where reside all the selfish instincts and impulses."[64] 


Hobson made no clear distinction between alcohol and other drugs. For him, liquor was a "narcotic," so it was no 
leap at all to transfer the earlier warnings against alcohol to opiates. Thus a "narcotic promptly degenerates the red 
man, throws him back into savagery [and] will actually make a brute out of a Negro, causing him to commit 
unnatural crimes." More appalling, in Hobson's view, was the dire result of white men indulging. "Starting young, 
however it does not take a very long time to speedily cause a man in the forefront of civilization to pass through the 
successive stages and become semicivilized, semisavage, savage, and, at last, below the brute."[65] 


Devolution and degeneracy were a threat most acutely felt in the U.S. because "we believe this American civilization 
to be the highest type, yet the United States is the most dope-ridden nation of all." Serious measures needed to be 
taken to prevent a slide into protoplasmic barbarism and to ensure "the unimpeded progress of America, of the race 
itself."[66] 


This is not merely a genetic mandate, but the will of God Himself. Hobson's anti-dope rhetoric was laden with 
religious imagery. For every American, the war against dope was not mere individual struggle, but affected "his 
family, his country, the evolution of human life and the destiny of Man and the will of God in Creation."[67] 


Hobson referred to drug use as "sin," recommended "preaching" the "gospel of narcotic abstinence," and proposed a 
strange theory of cure: "The grace of God provides the impulse that sends the blood current back into the upper brain 
to restore destroyed tissue and reawaken the higher impulses." And echoing the angel-to-devil motif we've 
repeatedly seen, he claimed that a drug "once supposed to be the ‘water of life" was in reality a lethal poison, a 
deadly threat to the "sacred germ plasm."[68] 


Hobson's campaigning was perhaps more effective than he'd hoped. Three years after Congress defeated his anti- 
alcohol resolution, it passed the Volstead Act. Hardly different than the measure he'd proposed, it outlawed the 
manufacture, sale and transport of liquor in the U.S. Suddenly, Hobson was robbed of the enemy he'd built his life 
around. Having taken the role of prophet (Time later called him the "Joshua in the Jericho of Dope."[69]) he needed 
a new foe. Less than a year after Prohibition went into effect, he made his first formal move against dope, publishing 
a 25-page booklet, The Perils of Narcotics. 


By 1923, drugs had become Hobson's primary interest; that year he organized the International Narcotic Education 
League and was immediately elected president. One of his earliest attempts to rouse public furor against the "dope 
evil" was a proposed "saturation attack on the nation's youth." Hobson asked Congress to publish 50,000,000 copies 
of his pamphlet at public expense. Congress declined, the cost being prohibitive. 


During the 1924 presidential campaign, Hobson was more successful, pressing the candidates to support his plans. 
Both parties included anti-dope planks in their platforms. Two years later he formed the Narcotics Defense League 


and the World Conference on Narcotics Education. In 1927 Hobson formed the World Narcotics Defense 
Association. Besides his own organizations, he convinced other groups — such as the National Federation of 
Women's Clubs, the Knights of Columbus, the Elks, Moose and a number of Masonic Lodges — to join the crusades 
against heroin.[70] After the anti-German hysteria of World War One had abated and the Red Scare had been to a 
certain degree forgotten, Americans were eager for anew enemy. Hobson's efforts provided a convenient menace for 
clubs and organizations which felt a need for a new, or a more compelling, reason for being. Noncontroversial — 
who would defend the demon heroin? — dope provided an easy target. 


Living well, spending freely, Hobson devoted much of his effort to fund-raising. He received money from various 
philanthropic sources, including Josiah Lilly, and after his death, Lilly's sons. Besides fighting heroin, Hob-son and 
the pharmaceutical giant worked together to have the cocaine removed from Coca Cola. Hobson also solicited funds 
from Henry Ford. But because Ford insisted that tobacco be added to the list of demonic substances, and Hobson as a 
Southerner refused, no Ford money was forthcoming. Though the Depression put a serious crimp in his fund-raising, 
Hobson managed to spend the rest of his life fighting the evils of heroin. By the time of his death (in 1937), his 
efforts had paid off. Heroin was utterly demonized, and a new drug, canna-bis, was rising in public consciousness to 
take its place as the new menace. 


Through speeches, lobbying, efforts to change textbooks, his own publications, interviews, sermons and magazine 
writing, Hobson more than any other person succeeded in fusing forever the notion of opiate "addiction" and violent 
criminality. 


The image Hobson created was complex. On one hand he claimed that opiates gave the user an exaggerated sense of 
self. "Under the influence of the drug he becomes a heroin hero. He will do anything, he will dare anything. Or 
without it, he will do anything to get it."[71] At the same time the user is a degraded wretch. In order to supply his 
need he will 


lie, steal, rob if necessary, commit murder. Heroin addiction can be likened to contagion. 
Suppose it were announced that there were a million lepers among our people. Think what a 
shock the announcement would produce! Yet drug addiction is far more incurable than leprosy, 
far more tragic to its victims, and is spreading like a moral and physical scourge. 


There are symptoms breaking out all over our country and now breaking out in many parts of 
Europe which show that individual nations and the whole world are menaced by this appalling 
foe...marching to the capture and destruction of the whole world. 


Most of the daylight robberies, daring holdups, cruel murders and similar crimes of violence 
are now known to be committed chiefly by drug addicts, who constitute the primary cause of 
our alarming crime wave. 


Drug addiction is more communicable and less curable than leprosy. Drug addicts are the 
principle carriers of vice, diseases, and with their lowered resistance, are incubators and 
carriers of the streptococcus, pneumococcus, the germ of flu, of tuberculosis and other 
diseases. 


Upon the issue hangs the perpetuation of civilization, the destiny of the world and the future of 
the human race.[72] 


Worse even than contagion, degeneration, murder and rape, according to Hobson, was the threat that heroin posed to 
the youth of America. He repeated endless reports of children snared by the demon drug. Heroin "catches the boy 
and girl between 16 and 20, or even younger, like the young bird before it has learned to fly." Only one taste and a 
minor lawbreaker becomes a "desperado of the most vicious type." The metaphor of contagious disease appeared 
especially often when he wrote about children. "With the spread of heroin over the land, an army of our youth has 
turned into daring criminals. Each one multiplying himself by bringing other youths into addiction."[73] 


The image of the festering social sore spewing infectious germs recurs endlessly, sounding more like a sen- 
sationalistic horror story than a rational examination of a societal problem. Hobson's claims, at times, beggar belief. 
For instance, black users "degenerate to the level of the cannibal." The title of his 1933 book, Drug Addiction: A 
Malignant Racial Cancer echoes the xenophobia and hysterical dreads of Hobson's contemporary and spiritual ally, 


H.P. Lovecraft. "The Crawling Chaos," "The Lurking Fear," "The Unnamable" — these might be Hob-son's terms. 
In fact, they're grotesque horror stories which appeared on newsstands at exactly the same time that Hobson was 
railing against "lepers," "moral and physical scourges," "perverts," "degenerate Negroes," and "racial cancers." It 
may be coincidence that Hobson began his anti-dope career the same year that Weird Tales appeared first on the 
newsstands, but there are remarkable similarities between his propaganda and the stories and illustrations in 
America's premier magazine of fear, disgust and titillating gore. Hobson called heroin a "Frankenstein monster" 
created by German scientists. And the defining image of his 1927 broadcast, "The Living Dead," clearly evokes the 
atmosphere of the Gothic tale.[74] 


mow 


The year before, Sara Graham-Mulhall, strongly influenced by Hobson's hysteria, expounded at great length about 
"opium vampires" in her book Opium: the Demon Flower. "Human monsters" preyed on innocent white girls, 
"American born, daughters of good families, young women of intelligence and breeding." Even Hobson's assertion 
that religious conversion may be the "addict's only hope of freedom" echoes the vampire myth.[75] 


Hobson's fear-mongering reached its zenith in ludicrous tales of opiates "inclosed in hot dog sandwiches and ice 
cream cones" and heroin-laced toiletries. "In using any brand of face powder regularly, it is a wise precaution to have 
a sample tested for heroin." Archetypal images of American youth and innocence are endlessly exploited; in an 
interview he told the unsubstantiated tale of a mother injecting her eight-year-old son with morphine, merely because 
the "addict" has a mania to create more "addicts." Girls lured into drug-slavery by the use of opiate "headache 
powders," gun-wielding teenaged maniacs, "snow gangs" terrorizing schools and rampaging through peaceful little 
towns: these are the images that Hobson incessantly repeated in the media. Not surprisingly, he seldom cited sources 
for his outrageous claims.[76] 


Depending, apparently, upon whim, he variously claimed that there were 200,000, one million or even four million 
"drug addicts" in the U.S. Equally unreliable was his assertion that "90 percent of the crime committed" in Los 
Angeles was "traceable to narcotics." One of his most grievous manipulations of statistics was the frequently 
repeated claim that there'd been a 900 percent increase in "drug addiction" between 1919 and 1920. This was based 
on an increase from one to nine percent of the drug-using population of Sing Sing prison. This, obviously, was 
hardly a broad or representative sample to base such sweeping assertions on. Nonetheless, others took up the claim 
and it entered the drug-addiction mythology of the day. Even the journal of the AMA — not well known at this time 
for objectivity or unbiased reporting — publicly chastised Hobson for "distortions and exaggerations."[77] 


Ultimately, though, it's not Hobson's disregard for statistical accuracy or scientific process that so corrupted his 
work. It is the fact that he was first and foremost a religious zealot. Using the "say it often enough and people will 
believe it" technique, he devoted the last 20 years of his life to promoting an image of drug use that shows no sign of 
weakening, even a half-century after his death. His ideology of purity came before fact; his racist doctrines took 
precedence over clear-headed analysis; his bizarre theories of evolution and brain physiology had greater import for 
him than rational examination of evidence; his panic-stricken psycho-sexual dogma was far more compelling to him 
— and his followers — than would have been the testimony of 1,000 actual opiate users. More similar to a Roman 
Catholic inquisitor — rooting out spiritual evil — than a scientist, Hobson has a distinguished place in the pantheon 
of American propagandists. 


The efforts of Richmond P. Hobson and others like him were successful. In the years between World War One and 
the end of Prohibition, the gospel of the dope menace became the national orthodoxy: preached from pulpits, in the 


halls of Congress and state legislatures, on the radio and given increasing amounts of space in newspapers, especially 
the powerful Hearst chain. 


Before Hobson had begun his crusade, the Federal government had estimated the number of "addicts" in the U.S. at 
1,000,000.[78] This statistic, apparently a compromise between the Public Health Service and the Revenue Service, 
became the base of much anti-dope propaganda. With the added impetus of steadily mounting fear-mongering, the 
number of "addicts" rose, at least in public perception. Some voices of sanity and objectivity argued against the 
grossly inflated figures. For instance, Dr. Alexander Lambert called the numbers bandied about by the anti-dope 
forces "enormously exaggerated." But he was in a distinct minority. Estimates as high as 5,000,000 were published. 
In New York City alone, according to The World, there were 200,000 Dope Fiends. Frederic Wallis echoed this 
figure ten years later, claiming that there were "200,000 drug addicts of the underworld type" in New York City 
alone.[79] 


How many opiate users were there really in the U.S. at this time? Lawrence Kolb and AG. De Mez concluded that 
the number of users had peaked between 1890 and 1909, and then began to decline to approximately 100,000 — 
nationwide — by the mid-1920s. David Musto also argues that opiate users in the U.S. peaked about 1900 at a 
number somewhere between 200,000 and 400,000. Then it declined through the first three decades of the century. 
New laws, more stringent enforcement, the death of many older users, the decline in iatrogenic dependence, and 
other factors caused the use of opiates in the U.S. to decrease, all the while dope-panic was rising to ever higher 
levels.[80] 


In addition to the influence of anti-dope crusaders, the changing demographics for users also influenced the climate 
of opinion. Older, female, middle-class users were being replaced by an increasingly male, younger, group. In New 
York City, generally accepted as the place where newer Fiends began to appear en masse, many users were 
switching from morphine to heroin.[81] Roughly 20 years after its introduction, heroin overcame its parent drug in 
popularity — at least in New York. David Musto examined admission records for Bellevue Hospital and found that 
1915 was the first year when heroin users outnumbered morphinists.[82] 


In The American Disease, Musto traces the origins and early ramifications of narcotic control in the U.S. This work 
is unsurpassed for accuracy, thoroughness and objectivity. I recommend it to any serious student of the subject; there 
is no need here to go over in detail what Musto has examined so exhaustively. But a brief overview of the legal 
response to opiates will be useful before returning to a discussion of the full flowering of hysteria and panic 
surrounding drugs. 


In the years leading up to World War One, there had been a rising clamor for a tighter grip on drugs. The U.S. Pure 
Food and Drug Act of 1906 was a serious blow to the patent medicine business, requiring labeling of all medicines 
which contained opiates or cocaine. Still, as the perception of a drug epidemic grew, voices shouted for increased 
control. Various international congresses and conferences were held in hopes that world-wide control of drugs could 
be achieved. Producer nations were pressured to clamp down. At this time, the U.S. drug policy was a glass house, 
and a number of Americans — notably Charles Brent and Hamilton Wright — were already throwing stones. 
Largely as a sign of good faith to other countries — putting its own house in order — the U.S. Congress passed the 
Harrison Act which went into effect in March, 1915. The law contained three major provisions. First was the 
requirement that producers and distributors of narcotics register themselves and provide records to the Federal 
government regarding their activities. Secondly, a tax was levied on all sellers and producers of controlled 
substances. Thirdly, the Act required that anyone not registered with the government needed a prescription for 
"legitimate medical purposes" in order to buy or possess the drugs in question. The user was thus placed in a position 
of dependence on the medical profession, which was in turn controlled by Washington. As the Harrison Act was 
nominally a revenue measure, Federal Treasury agents were charged with enforcement. By June of 1916, 124,000 
doctors, 47,000 pharmacists, 37,000 dentists, 11,000 veterinarians and 1,600 producers and wholesalers were 
registered with the Bureau of Internal Revenue.[83] 


Two results were soon noticed: users began to switch from sniffing heroin to injecting it, and the price of the drug 
increased 1,500 percent. In the years of legal heroin, the vast majority of users took the drug by sniffing. It was then 
of a very high purity, and the desired effect was obtainable without resorting to the needle. As supplies dried up, 
clandestine distributors began to adulterate the drug. In order to get the same effect, heroinists first began inter- 
muscular injection, then intravenous mainlining. 


At the same time, the price of heroin increased by a factor of 15. According to one source, the cost of heroin on the 
street went from $6.50 an ounce to $100 an ounce as a result of the Harrison Act.[84] A writer for The New Republic 
reported that in 1916 the price of heroin went from 85¢ a dram to seven dollars a dram, and this was adulterated to 
the point where injection was necessary to get a satisfactory result. An additional pressure was the 1909 ban on 


smoking opium, which had sent habitue in search of an affordable substitute.[85] 


Certain forces within the U.S. — local, state and federal — were sympathetic to the plight of heroinists. Used to 
cheap, safe and easily available drugs, they were suddenly thrown on the mercy of street dealers. Since 1912, there 
had been, on a small scale, clinics to provide opiates and cocaine to those with dependencies. In 1919, as the hysteria 
regarding drug use and "foreign elements" in the U.S. increased, the Internal Revenue Bureau recommended that 
more maintenance clinics be opened. The hope was that by providing drugs in a safe and regulated environment 
crime would be reduced and the impetus for the black market eliminated. Forty-four clinics opened eventually, in 
cities as varied as New York and Shreveport, San Diego, Cleveland, Memphis, Houston and Paducah, Kentucky. 
Unfortunately, these clinics rapidly fell afoul of public opinion and federal authorities. Though many were well run, 
serving thousands of users, others — such as the one in Albany, New York — were tainted by graft. But the primary 
reason for the clinics’ short life was the rising anti-dope sentiment. At the height of the Red Scare, few people were 
willing to defend such a questionable practice as providing free drugs. Photos in newspapers of Dope Fiends lining 
up for their daily dosage offended the sensibilities of many Americans. Soon, the Narcotics unit of the Treasury 
Department began to shut them down. A variety of Supreme Court rulings also strengthened the anti-maintenance 
forces. The experiment was largely over by 1921. 


In New York City, a number of public officials pledged allegiance to the anti-dope orthodoxy. Frederic Wallis, the 
city's Commissioner of Correction, summed up the mounting frenzy in "The Menace of the Drug Addict." Drug use, 
for him, was synonymous with crime. "All drug addicts are criminals, either actual or potential, and there is no limit 
to their atrocities." The gross excesses of law enforcement agents during the Palmer Raids were apparently of little 
import: "No measure is too radical or severe that would prohibit the manufacture and sale of habit-forming drugs." 
The nation, the most elevated members of the human race, had a mandate to stop illicit drug use at any cost: "The 
greatest menace confronting civilization today is drug addiction."[86] Dr. Dana Hubbard, an officer of the City 
Health Department, also sounded the warning: "Heroin used by a human being produces an unmoral savage."[87] 
Mayor John Hylan appointed an investigative committee to examine the supposed connection between heroin use 
among the young and anarchist bombings of public institutions and leaders.[88] 


Not only New York, which did in fact have the highest number of heroinists in the U.S., but the entire nation 
believed that a "crime wave" driven by drugs was sweeping America. Almost every state in the union, and many 
cities, passed stringent anti-dope laws. Endless repetitions of the supposed link between opiate use and criminality 
bombarded the populace. But in the main, these were examples of circular reasoning: drugs were illegal, drugs users 
were arrested and sent to prison; therefore drugs caused crime. 


In 1924, congressman Stephen G. Porter introduced a bill to ban the import of opium for the production of heroin. 
After hearings in which new misinformation was given a public forum (e.g.: "Heroin addicts spring from sin and 
crime," "heroin contains, physiologically, the double action of cocaine and morphine."[89]), Congress enacted a 
national ban on the manufacture of heroin. That same year, the last maintenance clinic was shut down. Thus, 26 
years after it was introduced, heroin had made an almost complete transformation. The 1924 law prohibited heroin 
except under very limited conditions; it was still possible — though extremely difficult — for hospitals and 
physicians to use heroin. Not until 1956 was heroin's demonization complete. In that year, heroin was declared by 
the federal government to be contraband in any and all circumstances, subject to seizure by the police: utterly 
anathema. 
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By the time Prohibition was repealed, dope and the Dope Fiend had become as firmly fixed in the American popular 
consciousness as the blood-mad red Indian, the cruelly brilliant German scientist, or the crazed Red saboteur. 
Looking closely at the newspaper illustrations and editorial cartoons of the 1930s and '40s provides insight into the 
emotional content of the dope menace as it took its final form. 


The images fall into four categories: 1) animal/vermin, 2) mythological creatures, 3) human forms, 4) animated 
objects. 


The first and most common representation of dope was as an animal. The snake with multiple heads, slant-eyed 
(echoing the fear of the Chinese), fork-tongued, ready to strike. The jackal who holds a beautiful woman between his 
savage teeth, whose furious eyes stare back at the reader unafraid and unrepentant. The bat with teeth bared. The 
raging King Kong-like ape. One image of dope-as-spider includes the dark-eyed, fanged "Jewish" face so common in 
Nazi propaganda. A sphinx-like cat whose eyes shine balefully, and the vicious dog represented dope. The last 
animal image to consider was the vulture, with his hook-like jaw, wrinkled neck, talons splayed, perched on a bone, 
feeding its brood of vul-turettes, he was an effective image for the drug menace ready to swoop down and pick the 
bones of the "living dead." 


Next are the mythological creatures. Artists depicted dope as the Grim Reaper picking flowers in a field of skull- 
headed poppies (see page 143). His grin and sickle, his cowl and boney grasp, are the stuff of cliche. But the endless 
field of death's-head poppies was a new twist on a hoary image. Demons of course were used, with all the traditional 
trappings: beard, horns, hooves, bat wings, snakey tail coiled around goat legs, and in at least one version, the 
hooked nose so common in anti-Jewish slanders. With bulging eyes, claws and fangs, the dragon also stood for dope. 
And the witch of Halloween lore made an appearance, too. 


4 

t 

b 
y 
3 
& 


Dope in human form as the “Big Man”: ie. John Bull 


Less fantastic human figures crop up also: the thug with cap and tie and jutting jaw, the "Chinaman" villain of film 
and pulp fiction (bald, slavering, grasping at white women with taloned hands). A fat man in spats, formal suit, white 
gloves and top hat often represented the "Big Man" of the dope ring: successful, wealthy, and untouchable by the 


law. His resemblance to John Bull may be an echo of American resentment regarding British involvement in the 
opium trade. A final human figure is the cave man, complete with club and fur breech cloth. The opposite of the Big 
Man, the Neanderthal was used to depict the stupidity of drug use, and the devolutionary effect that drugs had on the 
user. 


Dope personified as an animated obj 


eck. 


Lastly, artists personified dope in illustrations by putting arms and legs and a skull-head on a bottle. In one picture, 
dope leads another skeletal figure (with smoking pistol) in an attack on American youth. 


The symbolic content of these images is not simple. Dope and the Dope Fiend were paradoxically less than human 
(verminous) and greater than human (powerful, supernatural). The most common type of image was the animal, 
particularly the predator. This image fits in well with the generally accepted notion of the scapegoat: outside of the 
group, disconnected so that his death or expulsion will not necessitate revenge. 


Creature of darkness: bat and snake. Eaters of carrion: jackal and vulture. Cunningly patient: the spider and cat. 
These images of the Dope Fiend play on our anxieties. The Grim Reaper, demons and dragons touch deep and 
irrationally parts of our psyche. And this is crucial. The war against the Dope Fiend was fought, and continues to be 
fought, largely in the realm of the irrational. Fact was often crushed by more compelling fiction; logical analysis was 
frequently buried under automatic emotional response. The use of these sensationalistic images, and the often 
irrational verbal expression of propagandists such as Hobson and Anslinger, had a far greater impact on the 
American notion of drug use than objective examination. Or perhaps a completely rational discussion of this topic is, 
in fact, impossible. Any edifice built on such an irrational foundation may be beyond reason. Like capital 
punishment, abortion, and gun rights, the subject of drugs may be one that is more about emotion and psychological 
need than fact. And this gives the symbolic content of the images even more importance. 


At no point in this book have I argued that heroin's properties are entirely symbolic. Of course there are measurable 
physiological effects from the drug. But my concern is more with the nonrational, emblematic nature of heroin, 
which I believe to be far more important for our understanding of its place in our cultural pantheon than its chemical 
properties. 


Some will disagree, claiming that "mere" symbolic content is trivial. But consider certain other highly-charged 
substances, for instance kosher wine and holy water. 


Although it would be idiotic to look for the property of kosherness in wine, or for the property 
of holiness in water, this does not mean that there is no such thing as kosher wine or holy 


water. Kosher wine is wine that is ritually clean according to Jewish law. Holy water is water 
blessed by a Catholic priest. This creates a certain demand for such wine and water by people 
who want this sort of thing; at the same time, and for precisely the same reason, such wine and 
water are rejected by those who do not believe in their use.[90] 


Holy water does have actual physical properties; it can quench thirst, put out a fire, irrigate a garden. But of course 
these are not the uses it is put to. Likewise, kosher wine can be used by non-Jews for purposes other than Jewish 
ritual (and in fact one brand of this type of wine is known among alcoholics and teenagers as "Mad Dog"). Consider 
also the cross — two pieces of wood fastened at their midpoint — and the furor that ensured when an artist dipped a 
cross in urine. An even more extreme example is the uses to which the American flag is put. One could argue that it's 
only a rectangle of colored cloth. Yet tempers flare, and politicians rail and foam, when the American flag is not 
treated with ceremonial respect. 


Do most Americans say the flag is "just" a symbol? Hardly. Thousands have died for symbols: the swastika, the stars 
and stripes, the stars and bars, the fasces, the hammer and sickle, the cross, the crescent, the Star of David. Kiss a 
religious icon or a flag — or spit on it — and there's little to distinguish these two acts (mouth, saliva, intimacy). Yet 
the responses evoked by these two acts could hardly be less alike. 


Similarly, I would argue, heroin is largely a symbolic substance: invested by cynical and well-meaning people alike 
with a heavy burden of meaning far beyond the chemical properties of a certain opiate alkaloid. 


One of the most striking — and inarguable — characteristics of heroin is its ability to kill pain. Yet since 1956, 
heroin has been absolutely forbidden to American doctors and hospitals, even those treating patients in extreme and 
unrelenting pain. This is the case because of heroin's symbolic, not medical, properties. 


America's highly ambiguous response to pain is made patently clear in its struggle against heroin. The "no pain, no 
gain" dogma was part of American orthodoxy long before body-builders took it up. The word "indolent" was often 
used to denigrate the drug user in the early 20th century. It now has, in general usage, a wholly negative meaning: 
lazy, self-satisfied, the opposite of the can-do, hard-working pioneer spirit. But in medical terminology it retains its 
original meaning: causing no pain. Heroin was likely named after heroic therapy, yet it posed a threat to the long- 
standing notion of salvation-through-pain. Often propagandists such as Hobson and Anslinger wove hellish imagery 
into their screeds — opiates as infernal torment. And certainly heroin users deprived of their drug experience intense 
suffering. Yet it seems to me that Hobson, Anslinger et. al. were concerned more about infernal pleasure then the 
torments heroinists endured. I'm convinced Dope Fiend crusaders were more appalled by the indolence of users than 
they were by its potential for causing suffering. And certainly their hateful imagery evidences little sympathy for 
men and women racked by the agonies of withdrawal. 


Heroin's little brother, aspirin, was accepted wholeheartedly. It spawned numerous other over-the-counter pain 
killers which now sell in the billions each year. Strangely, American are seen by the rest of the world as big babies 
(who must have everything their way, who swallow millions of pills each year to blunt their minor sufferings) who 
are yet still deeply attached to the "no pain, no gain" philosophy. 


Indolence, laziness, self-indulgence, irresponsible pleasure-seeking: most scapegoated groups in America have been 
slandered with these accusations. Blacks, Chinese, Spanish-speaking Americans, Indians, Irish, and southern 
Europeans were all at one time tarred with this brush. Dovetailing with these slurs was also the belief that these 
groups were "backward and uncivilized." Heroin, though at the time the ultimate in pharmacological progress, was 
quickly recast as an agent of regression, devolution, sloth and anti-American sentiment. Another link in this chain 
was the notion that "primitives" were more erotically indulgent than the so-called higher races. It's no surprise then 
that opiates were consistently associated with sex. White slavers, men of leisure and ladies of pleasure, Chinese 
pimps, black rapists — the sensa-tionalistic reports of the early 20th century frequently linked illicit sex and heroin. 
And as David Musto points out, "Inordinate pleasure caused by drugs, moreover, was seen to provide youth with a 
poor foundation for character development, and a resulting loss of independence and productivity."[91] 


In contrast to "foreign" opiates, alcohol was perceived — once the forces of Prohibition were defeated — as native 
and natural. Dr. Stille summed up the idea this way: 


It is true that opium is not likely to become popular among industrious races like the Anglo- 
Saxon, whose preference must always be far more the potent, though less permanent, stimulus 
of ardent spirits, the gross and mortal enjoyments of which are far more suitable to the 


character of the race than the divine luxuries of opium.[92] 


Alcohol was, and still largely is, associated with the competitive spirit, action, manliness, and strength. Opiates in 
comparison were thought to engender narcissism, inefficiency, defeatist and self-centered behaviors, low 
productivity, regression and anti-social violence. Perhaps they also stir up such powerful emotion because they cut to 
the heart of the most American of notions: freedom. The Dope Fiend is a "slave," yet by his choice of drugs he 
proclaims his preference to opt out of the mainstream society. His refusal to place social good before personal desire 
brings to the surface many of the repressed contradictions in America's doctrine of freedom. Is choosing to be 
enslaved an act of freedom? Is the normative, status quo life just one more kind of slavery? 


Similarly, the contradictions of male/female roles also can be found in symbolism of the "addict." Though the Dope 
Fiend was almost always pictured as being male, the drug habit itself was frequently tinctured with fe-maleness. 
Crusaders spoke of opiates unmanning a man, making him weak, dependent, and slavish. Certainly there was some 
holdover from the older stereotypical opiate user: the helpless, self-indulgent, middle-class woman. The 
"femaleness" of the Dope Fiend is only a flavor, one more ingredient in the symbolic stew. Like most enduring 
popular cultural figures, the Dope Fiend does not have a single source. Though aggressive, violent, immoral and 
powerful, there remains a shadow of the tainted female within him. And the preoccupation with the menace to white 
women, whether from blacks, Mexicans, Asians, or more generic degenerates, may be a perverse echo of the anxiety 
that "female taint" so often stirs up. 


It would be simplistic to attribute American's obsession with the dark-skinned Other to one cause, or to use only one 
explanatory model, such as Freudian theory. Nonetheless, there are deep and long-standing wounds in the American 
soul. Guilt is one of the most difficult emotions to purge. It's possible that Americans’ collective guilt — over 
slavery, over the genocide of the Indians, over the exploitation of immigrants — manifests itself as the dark-skinned 
Other. More than one writer has called the U.S. a haunted place, not literally haunted by ghosts, but by ghostly forces 
and memories, with regret and guilt flickering at the corner of the eye. They are impossible to lay to rest. Repression 
puts them down for a while, but they eventually return, stronger and in new forms. 


The wild Indian — skulking in the forest, naked, face painted, as eager to rip off a white man's scalp as to press his 
dark finger prints on virginal white flesh. Is he a ghost returned to make our sleep uneasy? The black rebel — from 
Nat Turner to Superfly, strong, violent, attractive, menacing, refusing to submit to the white man's game. Though 
these figures of black independence were not produced directly by whites, certainly white oppression and exclusion 
were a major force in their development. Are they spectral manifestations of American guilt? The grasping, taloned, 
inscrutable Asian — the British fear him as Dr. Fu Manchu and Dr. No. America has given him no distinctive name, 
but we see him in collective dreams (films, novels, newspapers, comic books) reaching out to steal, ravish, and 
defile. In the 1990s a new version of the dark-skinned Other came forward: the Islamic "terrorist," crazed and 
suidically violent. 


Black, red, brown and yellow; an uneasy mixture of indolence and supernal strength, stupidity and cunning, ugliness 
and sexual allure, childish spite and the decadence of old age; the image is that of a fiend. And the echoes, all the 
way back to the Black Shining Man (as the witch-haunted Salamites called the Devil), are remarkable. 


First, the Dope Fiend as demonic menace is obsessed with recruitment. "A heroin addict has literally a mania to lead 
others into addiction and will make every effort to do so, having no pity even for children." warned Richmond 
Hobson.[93] Like the Dope Fiend, the Devil, too, is of course a tempter: secretive, threatening when he needs to be, 
sweet and wheedling when that serves his purposes. A newspaper editorial from 1925 merged the two into one: "And 
frequently, sinking to the lowest depths, his degradation takes the form of seeking with malicious Satanic ingenuity 
to inflict the drug curse upon others."[94] 


In the popular iconography of the Devil, there is a pact. The terrified people of Salem testified against the Devil, "the 
grand Seignior of Hell, that mighty tyrant," claiming that he demanded they sign his book of damnation.[95] 


The Devil, exhibiting himself ordinarily as a small black man, had decoyed a fearful knot of 
proud, froward, ignorant, envious and malicious creatures to lift themselves in his horrid 
service by entering their names in a book by him tendered unto them.[96] 


Both the addict and the Devil, according to folklore, are powerfully seductive. "Just make your mark here-just one 
little taste of heroin." The dynamic is almost identical: an unholy covenant that binds the recruit to an eternity of 
torment. "The chief obsession of the drug addict," stated Dr. Mackin in 1919, "is to gain converts to the cult."[97] 


Take the stealth of the Indian, the cruel genius of the "oriental," the literal black skin and figurative black heart of the 
African, mix well in a cauldron heated by political turmoil and environmental threat, and you have the image of the 
Devil who stalked New England in the 1600s. Take the same ingredients and similar atmosphere of social upheaval, 
and you have the Dope Fiend of the early 20th century. 


The seducer and the victim of seduction are the same. Just as opiates were supposed to be a devolutionary force, 
creating degenerate beasts from ordinary citizens, so too the Devil — in his assault on the Puritan colony — was 
accused of "transforming those wretches into Brutes and Birds," as Cotton Mather reported.[98] And like the great 
army of addicts which Hobson claimed was spreading over America "more destructive and biologically more 
dangerous” than actual armed attack, likewise Satan's forces, "a vast power or army of Evil Spirits," had been 
gathered together to reclaim the Puritan outpost from the hand of God.[99] 
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"The very definition of the real has become: 
that of which it is possible to give an equivalent reproduction .. . 
The real is not only what can be reproduced, but 
that which is always already reproduced. The hyperreal ... 
which is entirely in simulation." 


Excerpts from: Simulations 
By Jean Baudrillard 


(Ed. note: The images on this page are not from Baudrillard's Simulations.) 


Hyperreal and Imaginary 


Disneyland is a perfect model of all the entangled orders of simulation. To begin with it is a play of 
illusions and phantasms: Pirates, the Frontier, Future World, etc. This imaginary world is supposed to 
be what makes the operation successful. But what draws the crowds is undoubtedly much more the 
social microcosm, the miniaturised and religious revelling in real America, in its delights and 
drawbacks. You park outside, queue up inside, and are totally abandoned at the exit. In this imaginary 
world the only phantasmagoria is in the inherent warmth and affection of the crowd, and in that 
sufficiently excessive number of gadgets used there to specifically maintain the multitudinous affect. 
The contrast with the absolute solitude of the parking lot - a veritable concentration camp - is total. Or 
rather: inside, a whole range of gadgets magnetise the crowd into direct flows outside, solitude is 
directed onto a single gadget: the automobile. By an extraordinary coincidence (one that undoubtedly 
belongs to the peculiar enchantment of this universe), this deep-frozen infantile world happens to have 
been conceived and realised by a man who is himself now cryogenised: Walt Disney, who awaits his 
resurrection at minus 180 degrees centigrade. 


Heinz Haber, Wernher von Braun, and Willy Ley examine a prop from the Disney movie Man in Space 


The objective profile of America, then, may be traced throughout Disneyland, even down to the 
morphology of individuals and the crowd. All its values are exalted here, in miniature and comic strip 
form. Embalmed and pacified. Whence the possibility of an ideological analysis of Disneyland (L. 
Marin does it well in Utopies, jeux d'espaces): digest of the American way of life, panegyric to 
American values, idealised transposition of a contradictory reality. To be sure. But this conceals 
something else, and that "ideological" blanket exactly serves to cover over a third-order simulation: 
Disneyland is there to conceal the fact that it is the "real" country, all of "real" America, which is 
Disneyland (just as prisons are there to conceal the fact that it is the social in its entirety, in its banal 
omnipresence, which is carceral). Disneyland is presented as imaginary in order to make us believe that 
the rest is real, when in fact all of Los Angeles and the America surrounding it are no longer real, but of 
the order of the hyperreal and of simulation. It is no longer a question of a false representation of reality 
(ideology), but of concealing the fact that the real is no longer real, and thus of saving the reality 


principle. 


Wernher von Braun points to the final stage of the manned spacecraft he described in the movie Man in Space. 


The Disneyland imaginary is neither true nor false; it is a deterrence machine set up in order to 
rejuvenate in reverse the fiction of the real. Whence the debility, the infantile degeneration of this 
imaginary. It is meant to be an infantile world, in order to make us believe that the adults are elsewhere, 
in the "real" world, and to conceal the fact that real childishness is everywhere, particularly amongst 
those adults who go there to act the child in order to foster illusions as to their real childishness. 


Moreover, Disneyland is not the only one. Enchanted Village, Magic Mountain, Marine World: Los 
Angeles is encircled by these "imaginary stations" which feed reality, reality-energy, to a town whose 
mystery is precisely that it is nothing more than a network of endless, unreal circulation - a town of 
fabulous proportions, but without space or dimensions. As much as electrical and nuclear power 


stations, as much as film studios, this town, which is nothing more than an immense script and a 
perpetual motion picture, needs this old imaginary made up of childhood signals and faked phantasms 


for its sympathetic nervous system. 


Click Here for: Walt Disney's Mars and Beyond: A Science Feature from Tomorrowland (comic panels) 1957. 


(opens in a new window) 


Political Incantation 


Watergate. Same scenario as Disneyland (an imaginary effect concealing that reality no more exists 
outside than inside the bounds of the artificial perimeter): though here it is a scandal effect concealing 
that there is no difference between the facts and their denunciation (identical methods are employed by 
the CIA and the Washington Post journalists). Same operation, though this time tending towards 
scandal as a means to regenerate a moral and political principle, towards the imaginary as a means to 
regenerate a reality principle in distress. 


The denunciation of scandal always pays homage to the law. And Watergate above all succeeded in 
imposing the idea that Watergate was a scandal - in this sense it was an extraordinary operation of 
intoxication. The reinjection of a large dose of political morality on a global scale. It could be said 
along with Bourdieu that: "The specific character of every relation of force is to dissimulate itself as 
such, and to acquire all its force only because it is so dissimulated", understood as follows: capital, 
which is immoral and unscrupulous, can only function behind a moral superstructure, and whoever 
regenerates this public morality (by indignation, denunciation, etc.) spontaneously furthers the order of 
capital, as did the Washington Post journalists. 


But this is still only the formula of ideology, and when Bourdieu enunciates it, he takes "relation of 
force" to mean the truth of capitalist domination, and he denounces this relation of force as itself a 
scandal - he therefore occupies the same deterministic and moralistic position as the Washington Post 
jounalists. He does the same job of purging and reviving moral order, an order of truth wherein the 
genuine symbolic violence of the social order is engendered, well beyond all relations of force, which 
are only its indifferent and shifting configuration in the moral and political consciousness of men. 


All that capital asks of us is to receive it as rational or to combat it in the name of rationality, to receive 
it as moral or to combat it in the name of morality. For they are identical, meaning they can be read 
another way: before, the task was to dissimulate scandal; today, the task is to conceal the fact that there 
is none. 


Watergate is not a scandal: this is what must be said at all cost, for this is what everyone is concerned 
to conceal, this dissimulation masking a strengthening of morality, a moral panic as we approach the 
primal (mise en) scene of capital: its instantaneous cruelty, its incomprehensible ferocity, its 
fundamental immorality - this is what is scandalous, unaccountable for in that system of moral and 
economic equivalence which remains the axiom of leftist thought, from Enlightenment theory to 
communism. Capital doesn't give a damn about the idea of the contract which is imputed to it - it is a 
monstrous unprincipled undertaking, nothing more. Rather, it is "enlightened" thought which seeks to 
control capital by imposing rules on it. And all that recrimination which replaced revolutionary thought 
today comes down to reproaching capital for not following the rules of the game. "Power is unjust, its 
justice is a class justice, capital exploits us, etc." - as if capital were linked by a contract to the society it 
rules. It is the left which holds out the mirror of equivalence, hoping that capital will fall for this 
phantasmagoria of the social contract and fulfull its obligation towards the whole of society (at the same 
time, no need for revolution: it is enough that capital accept the rational formula of exchange). 


Capital in fact has never been linked by a contract to the society it dominates. It is a sorcery of the 
social relation, it is a challenge to society and should be responded to as such. It is not a scandal to be 
denounced according to moral and economic rationality, but a challenge to take up according to 
symbolic law. 


Moebius-Spiralling Negativity 


Hence Watergate was only a trap set by the system to catch its adversaries - a simulation of scandal to 
regenerative ends. This is embodied by the character called "Deep Throat", who was said to be a 
Republican grey eminence manipulating the leftist journalists in order to get rid of Nixon - and why 
not? All hypotheses are possible, although this one is superfluous: the work of the Right is done very 
well, and spontaneously, by the Left on its own. Besides, it would be naive to see an embittered good 
conscience at work here. For the Right itself also spontaneously does the work of the Left. All the 
hypotheses of manipulation are reversible in an endless whirligig. For manipulation is a floating 
causality where positivity and negativity engender and overlap with one another, where there is no 
longer any active or passive. It is by putting an arbitrary stop to this revolving causality that a principle 
of political reality can be saved. It is by the simulation of a conventional, restricted perspective field, 
where the premises and consequences of any act or event are calculable, that a political credibility can 
be maintained (including, of course, "objective" analysis, struggle, etc.). But if the entire cycle of any 
act or event is envisaged in a system where linear continuity and dialectical polarity no longer exist, in a 
field unhinged by simulation, then all determination evaporates, every act terminates at the end of the 
cycle having benefited everyone and been scattered in all directions. 


Is any given bombing in Italy the work of leftist extremists, or of extreme right-wing provocation, or 
staged by centrists to bring every terrorist extreme into disrepute and to shore up its own failing power, 
or again, is it a police-inspired scenario in order to appeal to public security? All this is equally true, 
and the search for proof, indeed the objectivity of the fact does not check this vertigo of interpretation. 
We are in a logic of simulation which has nothing to do with a logic of facts and an order of reasons. 
Simulation is characterised by a precession of the model, of all models around the merest fact - the 
models come first, and their orbital (like the bomb) circulation constitutes the genuine magnetic field of 
events. Facts no longer have any trajectory of their own, they arise at the intersection of the models; a 
single fact may even be engendered by all the models at once. This anticipation, this precession, this 
short-circuit, this confusion of the fact with its model (no more divergence of meaning, no more 
dialectical polarity, no more negative electricity or implosion of poles) is what each time allows for all 
the possible interpretations, even the most contradictory - all are true, in the sense that their truth is 
exchangeable, in the image of the models from which they proceed, in a generalised cycle. 


The communists attack the socialist party as though they wanted to shatter the Union of the Left. They 
sanction the idea that their reticence stems from a more radical political exigency. In fact, it is because 
they don't want power. But do they not want it at this conjuncture because it is unfavorable for the Left 
in general, or because it is unfavorable for them within the Union of the Left - or do they not want it by 
definition? When Berlinguer declares: "We musn't be frightened of seeing the communists seize power 
in Italy", this means simultaneously: 


- that there is nothing to fear, since the communists, if they come to power, will change nothing in its 
fundamental capitalist mechanism, 


- that there isn't any risk of their ever coming to power (for the reason that they don't want to) - and 
even if they did take it up, they will only ever wield it by proxy, 


- that in fact power, genuine power, no longer exists, and hence there is no risk of anybody seizing it or 
taking it over, 


- but more: I, Berlinguer, am not frightened of seeing the communists seize power in Italy - which 
might appear evident, but not that much, since 


- this can also mean the contrary (no need of psychoanalysis here): J am frightened of seeing the 
communists seize power (and with good reason, even for a communist). 


All the above is simultaneously true. 


This is the secret of a discourse that is no longer only ambiguous, as political discourses can be, but that 
conveys the impossibility of a determinate position of power, the impossibility of a determinate position 


of discourse. And this logic belongs to neither party. It traverses all discourses without their wanting it. 


Who will unravel this imbroglio? The Gordian knot can at least be cut. As for the Moebius strip, if it is 
split in two, it results in an additional spiral without there being any possibility of resolving its surfaces 
(here the reversible continuity of hypotheses). Hades of simulation, which is no longer one of torture, 
but of the subtle, maleficent, elusive twisting of meaning | - where even those condemned at Burgos are 
still a gift from Franco to Western democracy, which finds in them the occasion to regenerate its own 
flagging humanism, and whose indignant protestation consolidates in return Franco's regime by uniting 
the Spanish masses against foreign intervention? Where is the truth in all that, when such collusions 
admirably knit together without their authors even knowing it? 


The conjunction of the system and its extreme alternative like two ends of a curved mirror, the 
"vicious" curvature of a political space henceforth magnetised, circularised, reversibilised from right of 
left, a torsion that is like the evil demon of commutation, the whole system, the infinity of capital folded 
back over its own surface: transfinite? And isn't it the same with desire and libidinal space? The 
conjunction of desire and value, of desire and capital. The conjunction of desire and the law - the 
ultimate joy and metamorphosis of the law (which is why it is so well received at the moment): only 
capital takes pleasure, Lyotard said, before coming to think that we take pleasure in capital. 
Overwhelming versatility of desire in Deleuze, an enigmatic reversal which brings this desire that is 
"revolutionary by itself, and as if involuntarily, in wanting what it wants", to want its own repression 
and to invest paranoid and fascist systems? A malign torsion which reduces this revolution of desire to 
the same fundamental ambiguity as the other, historical revolution. 


All the referentials intermingle their discourses in a circular, Moebian compulsion. Not so long ago sex 
and work were savagely opposed terms: today both are dissolved into the same type of demand. 
Formerly the discourse on history took its force from opposing itself to the one on nature, the discourse 
on desire to the one on powertoday they exchange their signifiers and their scenarios. 


It would take too long to run through the whole range of operational negativity, of all those scenarios of 
deterrence which, like Watergate, try to regenerate a moribund principle by simulated scandal, 
phantasm, murder-a sort of hormonal treatment by negativity and crisis. It is always a question of 
proving the real by the imaginary, proving truth by scandal, proving the law by transgression, proving 
work by the strike, proving the system by crisis and capital by revolution, as for that matter proving 
ethnology by the dispossession of its object (the Tasaday) - without counting: 


- proving theatre by anti-theatre 


- proving art by anti-art 


- proving pedagogy by anti-pedagogy 


- proving psychiatry by anti-psychiatry, etc., etc. 


Everything is metamorphosed into its inverse in order to be perpetuated in its purged form. Every form 
of power, every situation speaks of itself by denial, in order to attempt to escape, by simulation of 
death, its real agony. Power can stage its own murder to rediscover a glimmer of existence and 
legitimacy. Thus with the American presidents: the Kennedys are murdered because they still have a 
political dimension. Others - Johnson, Nixon, Ford - only had a right to puppet attempts, to simulated 
murders. But they nevertheless needed that aura of an artificial menace to conceal thay they were 
nothing other than mannequins of power. In olden days the king (also the god) had to die - that was his 
strength. Today he does his miserable utmost to pretend to die, so as to preserve the blessing of power. 
But even this is gone. 


To seek new blood in its own death, to renew the cycle by the mirror of crisis, negativity and anti- 
power: this is the only alibi of every power, of every institution attempting to break the vicious circle of 
its irresponsibility and its fundamental nonexistence, of its deja-vu and its deja-mort. 


Strategy of the Real 


Of the same order as the impossibility of rediscovering an absolute level of the real, is the impossibility 
of staging an illusion. Illusion is no longer possible, because the real is no longer possible. It is the 
whole political problem of the parody, of hypersimulation or offensive simulation, which is posed here. 


For example: it would be interesting to see whether the repressive apparatus would not react more 
violently to a simulated holdup than to a real one? For the latter only upsets the order of things, the right 
of property, whereas the other interferes with the very principle of reality. Transgression and violence 
are less serious, for they only contest the distribution of the real. Simulation is infinitely more 
dangerous, however, since it always suggests, over and above its object, that Jaw and order themselves 
might really be nothing more than a simulation. 


But the difficulty is in proportion to the peril. How to feign a violation and put it to the test? Go and 
simulate a theft in a large department store: how do you convince the security guards that it is a 
simulated theft? There is no "objective" difference: the same gestures and the same signs exist as for a 
real theft; in fact the signs incline neither to one side nor the other. As far as the established order is 
concerned, they are always of the order of the real. 


Go and organise a fake hold-up. Be sure to check that your weapons are harmless, and take the most 
trustworthy hostage, so that no life is in danger (otherwise you risk committing an offence). Demand 
ransom, and arrange it so that the operation creates the greatest commotion possible - in brief, stay close 
to the "truth", so as to test the reaction of the apparatus to a perfect simulation. But you won't succeed: 
the web of artificial signs will be inextricably mixed up with real elements (a police officer will really 
shoot on sight; a bank customer will faint and die of a heart attack; they will really turn the phoney 
ransom over to you) - in brief, you will unwittingly find yourself immediately in the real, one of whose 
functions is precisely to devour every attempt at simulation, to reduce everything to some reality - that's 
exactly how the established order is, well before institutions and justice come into play. 


In this impossibility of isolating the process of simulation must be seen the whole thrust of an order that 
can only see and understand in terms of some reality, because it can function nowhere else. The 
simulation of an offence, if it is patent, will either be punished more lightly (because it has no 
"consequences") or be punished as an offence to public office (for example, if one triggered off a police 
operation "for nothing") - but never as simulation, since it is precisely as such that no equivalence with 
the real is possible, and hence no repression either. The challenge of simulation is irreceivable by 
power. How can you punish the simulation of virtue? Yet as such it is as serious as the simulation of 
crime. Parody makes obedience and transgression equivalent, and that is the most serious crime, since it 
cancels out the difference upon which the law is based. The established order can do nothing against it, 
for the law is a second-order simulacrum whereas simulation is third-order, beyond true and false, 
beyond equivalences, beyond the rational distinctions upon which function all power and the entire 
social. Hence, failing the real, it is here that we must aim at order. 


This is why order always opts for the real. In a state of uncertainty, it always prefers this assumption 
(thus in the army they would rather take the simulator as a true madman). But this becomes more and 
more difficult, for it is practically impossible to isolate the process of simulation, through the force of 
inertia of the real which surrounds us, the inverse is also true (and this very reversibility forms part of 
the apparatus of simulation and of power's impotency): namely, it is now impossible to isolate the 
process of the real, or to prove the real. 


Thus all hold-ups, hijacks and the like are now as it were simulation hold-ups, in the sense that they are 
inscribed in advance in the decoding and orchestration rituals of the media, anticipated in their mode of 
presentation and possible consequences. In brief, where they function as a set of signs dedicated 
exclusively to their recurrence as signs, and no longer to their "real" goal at all. But this does not make 
them inoffensive. On the contrary, it is as hyperreal events, no longer having any particular contents or 
aims, but indefinitely refracted by each other (for that matter like so-called historical events: strikes, 
demonstrations, crises, etc. 2), that they are precisely unverifiable by an order which can only exert 
itself on the real and the rational, on ends and means: a referential order which can only dominate 
referentials, a determinate power which can only dominate a determined world, but which can do 
nothing about that indefinite recurrence of simulation, about that weightless nebula no longer obeying 
the law of gravitation of the real - power itself eventually breaking apart in this space and becoming a 


simulation of power (disconnected from its aims and objectives, and dedicated to power effects and 
mass simulation). 


The only weapon of power, its only strategy against this defection, is to reinject realness and 
referentiality everywhere, in order to convince us of the reality of the social, of the gravity of the 
economy and the finalities of production. For that purpose it prefers the discourse of crisis, but also - 
why not? - the discourse of desire. "Take your desires for reality!" can be understood as the ultimate 
slogan of power, for in a non-referential world even the confusion of the reality principle with the desire 
principle is less dangerous than contagious hyperreality. One remains among principles, and there 
power is always right. 


Hyperreality and simulation are deterrents of every principle and of every objective; they turn against 
power this deterrence which is so well utilised for a long time itself. For, finally, it was capital which 
was the first to feed throughout its history on the destruction of every referential, of every human goal, 
which shattered every ideal distinction between true and false, good and evil, in order to establish a 
radical law of equivalence and exchange, the iron law of its power. It was the first to practice 
deterrence, abstraction, disconnection, deterritorialisation, etc.; and if it was capital which fostered 
reality, the reality principle, it was also the first to liquidate it in the extermination of every use value, of 
every real equivalence, of production and wealth, in the very sensation we have of the unreality of the 
stakes and the omnipotence of manipulation. Now, it is this very logic which is today hardened even 
more against it. And when it wants to fight this catastrophic spiral by secreting one last glimmer of 
reality, on which to found one last glimmer of power, it only multiplies the signs and accelerates the 
play of simulation. 


As long as it was historically threatened by the real, power risked deterrence and simulation, 
disintegrating every contradiction by means of the production of equivalent signs. When it is threatened 
today, by simulation (the threat of vanishing in the play of signs), power risks the real, risks crisis, it 
gambles on remanufacturing artificial, social, economic, political stakes. This is a question of life or 
death for it. But it is too late. 


Whence the characteristic hysteria of our time: the hysteria of production and reproduction of the real. 
The other production, that of goods and commodities, that of la belle epoque of political economy, no 
longer makes any sense of its own, and has not for some time. What society seeks through production, 
and overproduction, is the restoration of the real which escapes it. That is why contemporary "material" 
production is itself hyperreal. It retains all the features, the whole discourse of traditional production, 
but it is nothing more than its scaled-down refraction (thus the hyperrealists fasten in a striking 
resemblance a real from which has fled all meaning and charm, all the profundity and energy of 
representation). Thus the hyperrealism of simulation is expressed everywhere by the real's striking 
resemblance to itself. 


Power, too, for sometime now produces nothing but signs of its resemblance. And at the same time, 
another figure of power comes into play: that of a collective demand for signs of power - a holy union 
which forms around the disappearance of power. Everybody belongs to it more or less in fear of the 
collapse of the political. And in the end the game of power comes down to nothing more than the 
critical obsession with power - an obsession with its death, an obsession with its survival, the greater 
the more it disappears. When it has totally disappeared, logically we will be under the total spell of 
power - a haunting memory already foreshadowed everywhere, manifesting at one and the same time 
the compulsion to get rid of it (nobody wants it any more, everbody unloads it on others) and the 
apprehensive pining over its loss. Melancholy for societies without power: this has already fascism, that 
overdose of a powerful referential in a society which cannot terminate its mourning. 


But we are still in the same boat: none of our societies knows how to manage its mourning for the real, 
for power, for the social itself, which is implicated in this same breakdown. And it is by an artificial 
revitalisation of all this that we try to escape it. Undoubtedly this will even end up in socialism. By an 
unforeseen twist of events and an irony which no longer belongs to history, it is through the death of the 
social that socialism will emerge - as it is through the death of God that religions emerge. A twisted 
coming, a perverse event, an unintelligible reversion to the logic of reason. As is the fact that power is 
no longer present except to conceal that there is none. A simulation which can go on indefinitely, since 
- unlike "true" power which is, or was, a structure, a strategy, a relation of force, a stake - this is nothing 
but the object of a social demand, and hence subject to the law of supply and demand, rather than to 
violence and death. Completely expunged from the political dimension, it is dependent, like any other 


commodity, on production and mass consumption. Its spark has disappeared - only the fiction of a 
political universe is saved. 


Likewise with work. The spark of production, the violence of its stake no longer exists. Everybody still 
produces, and more and more, but work has subtly become something else: a need (as Marx ideally 
envisaged it, but not at all in the same sense), the object of a social "demand," like leisure, to which it is 
equivalent in the general run of life's options. A demand exactly proportional to the loss of stake in the 
work process. 3 The same change in fortune as for power: the scenario of work is there to conceal the 
fact that the work-real, the production-real, has disappeared. And for that matter so has the strike-real 
too, which is no longer a stoppage of work, but its alternative pole in the ritual scansion of the social 
calendar. It is as if everyone has "occupied" their work place or work post, after declaring the strike, 
and resumed production, as is the custom in a "self-managed" job, in exactly the same terms as before, 
by declaring themselves (and virtually being) in a state of permanent strike. 


This isn't a science-fiction dream: everywhere it is a question of a doubling of the work process. And of 
a double or locum for the strike process-strikes which are incorporated like obsolescence in objects, like 
crisis in production. Then there is no longer any strikes or work, but both simultaneously, that is to say 
something else entirely: a wizardry of work, a trompe l'oeil, a scenodrama (not to say melodrama) of 
production, collective dramaturgy upon the empty stage of the social. 


It is no longer a question of the ideology of work - of the traditional ethic that obscures the "real" labour 
process and the "objective" process of exploitation-but of the scenario of work. Likewise, it is no longer 
a question of the ideology of power, but of the scenario of power. Ideology only corresponds to a 
betrayal of reality by signs; simulation corresponds to a short-circuit of reality and to its reduplication 
by signs. It is always the aim of ideological analysis to restore the objective process; it is always a false 
problem to want to restore the truth beneath the simulacrum. 


This is ultimately why power is so in accord with ideological discourses and discourses on ideology, for 
these are all discourses of truth - always good, even and especially if they are revolutionary, to counter 
the mortal blows of simulation. 


Notes 


1.) "The Medium is the Message" is the very slogan of the political economy of the sign, when it enters 


into the third-order simulation - the distinction between the medium and the message characterizes 
instead signification of the second-order. 


2.) The entire current "psychological" situation is characterized by this short-circuit. 


Doesn't emancipation of children and teenagers, once the initial phase of revolt is passed and once there 
has been established the principle of the right to emancipation, seem like the real emancipation of 
parents. And the young (students, high-schoolers, adolescents) seem to sense it in their always more 
insistent demand (though still as paradoxical) for the presence and advice of parents or of teachers. 
Alone at last, free and responsible, it seemed to them suddenly that other people possibly have 
absconded with their true liberty. Therefore, there is no question of "leaving them be." They're going to 
hassle them, not with any emotional or material spontaneous demand but with an exigency that has 
been premeditated and corrected by an implicit oedipal knowledge. Hyperdependence (much greater 
than before) distorted by irony and refusal, parody of libidinous original mechanisms. Demand without 
content, without referent, unjustified, but for all that all the more severe - naked demand with no 
possible answer. The contents of knowledge (teaching) or of affective relations, the pedagogical or 
familial referent having been eliminated in the act of emancipation, there remains only a demand linked 
to the empty form of the institutionperverse demand, and for that reason all the more obstinate. 
"Transferable" desire (that is to say nonreferential, un-referential), desire that has been fed by lack, by 
the place left vacant, "liberated," desire captured in its own vertiginous image, desire of desire, as pure 
form, hyperreal. Deprived of symbolic substance, it doubles back upon itself, draws its energy from its 
own reflection and its disappointment with itself. This is literally today the "demand," and it is obvious 


that unlike the "classical" objective or transferable relations this one here is insoluble and interminable. 


Simulated Oedipus. 


Francois Richard: "Students asked to be seduced either bodily or verbally. But also they are aware of 
this and they play the game, ironically. 'Give us your knowledge, your presence, you have the word, 
speak, you are there for that.' Contestation certainly, but not only: the more authority is contested, 
vilified, the greater the need for authority as such. They play at Oedipus also, to deny it all the more 
vehemently. The 'teach’, he's Daddy, they say; it's fun, you play at incest, malaise, the untouchable, at 
being a tease - in order to de-sexualize finally." Like one under analysis who asks for Oedipus back 
again, who tells the "oedipal" stories, who has the "analytical" dreams to satisfy the supposed request of 
the analyst, or to resist him? In the same way the student goes through his oedipal number, his 
seduction number, gets chummy, close, approaches, dominates - but this isn't desire, it's simulation. 
Oedipal psychodrama of simulation (neither less real nor less dramatic for all that). Very different from 
the real libidinal stakes of knowledge and power or even of a real mourning for the absence of same (as 
could have happened after '68 in the universities). Now we've reached the phase of desperate 
reproduction, and where the stakes are nil, the simulacrum is maximal - exacerbated and parodied 
simulation at one and the same time - as interminable as psychoanalysis and for the same reasons. 


The interminable psychoanalysis. 


There is a whole chapter to add to the history of transference and countertransference: that of their 
liquidation by simulation, of the impossible psychoanalysis because it is itself, from now on, that 
produces and reproduces the unconscious as its institutional substance. Psychoanalysis dies also of the 
exchange of the signs of the unconscious. Just as revolution dies of the exchange of the critical signs of 
political economy. This short-circuit was well known to Freud in the form of the gift of the analytic 
dream, or with the "uninformed" patients, in the form of the gift of their analytic knowledge. But this 
was still interpreted as resistance, as detour, and did not put fundamentally into question either the 
process of analysis or the principle of transference. It is another thing entirely when the unconscious 
itself, the discourse of the unconscious becomes unfindable - according to the same scenario of 
simulative anticipation that we have seen at work on all levels with the machines of the third order. The 
analysis then can no longer end, it becomes logically and historically interminable, since it stabilizes on 
a puppet-substance of reproduction, an unconscious programmed on demand - an impossible-to-break- 
through point around which the whole analysis is rearranged. The messages of the unconscious have 
been short-circuited by the psychoanalysis "medium." This is libidinal hyperrealism. To the famous 
categories of the real, the symbolic and the imaginary, it is going to be necessary to add the hyperreal, 
which captures and obstructs the functioning of the three orders. 


3.) Athenian democracy, much more advanced than our own, had reached the point where the vote was 
considered as payment for a service, after all other repressive solutions had been tried and found 
wanting in order to insure a quorum. 
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SUPERNATURE 


_ Lyall Watson 


Part Four - Time 
Tf only I had known, I should have become a watchmaker.’ 
Albert Einstein, in New Statesman, 16 April 1965. 


Time is a rhythm. It comes and goes like the crackle of electricity in the brain or the gush of blood 
through the heart or the flood of the tide up the beach. All these things are governed by cosmic clocks, 
and our measurements are nothing but bookkeeping conveniences. Seconds and minutes have nothing 
to do with nature. Every organism interprets the universal rhythms in its own way. A cattle tic may sit 
on the end of a twig for months waiting for a passing mammal; a larval cicada lives for years in the 
ground at the base of a tree waiting for conditions that will be exactly right for its one day of life as an 
adult. For them these periods pass as a single moment, of no more consequence in their lives than the 
interval between two of our heartbeats. 


Manipulations of time can give us some idea of how little we understand these differences. A time- 
lapse film of bean shoots growing in the dark, with one frame exposed each hour, shows a scene of 
unbridled ferocity as each of the plants thrashes and claws at its neighbors in an attempt to get to the 
light. Slow-motion films of moths in flight show them picking up the sonar signal of an approaching 
bat, calculating its strength and source, and taking the appropriate avoiding action, all in the space of 
one tenth of a second. Each species lives in its own way and its own time, seeing only one section of 
the environment through the narrow slit of its own sense system. Real space and time exist outside of 
individual awareness. 


In this section I want to relate some of the phenomena in our experience to the flow of time and to put 
the evolution of nature and Supernature into temporal perspective. 


9 - New Dimensions 


Three hundred years ago scientists thought they knew what weight was, that it had some fixed and 
absolute meaning. Then Isaac Newton showed that things weigh less on the top of a mountain and that 
weight is affected by gravity. Today any child who has seen an astronaut waltzing ponderously on the 
moon knows that despite all his equipment the man weighs less there than he does on earth. After 
Newton, science turned to mass as its anchor, but then came Albert Einstein, who showed that mass is 
also variable; he demonstrated that the faster a thing moves, the more its mass increases. His findings 
prompted scientists to wonder: if speed is more important than mass, could time be used as a 
dependable basis of measurement? 


The answer came, again, from Einstein. No, he said, time has no absolute meaning and will also be 
affected by gravity. He was right. When you travel very fast, time slows down, so the moon walkers 
have aged a fraction of a second less than we. But even those of us who stayed behind were not 
standing still; we are all moving rapidly through space and growing old less quickly than we would be 
if the earth were standing still. Everything is relative, and the basis of the theory of relativity is that 
space and time are inextricably tangled together. 


Nothing is what it seems. We see two things happen and we say that one took place before the other; 
we can even measure the time interval between the two with one of our artificial timekeepers, but this 
may not be what took place at all. If the two events were sufficiently distant from us and from each 
other, information about them would come to us at different times. Someone watching from another 
vantage point might see them taking place simultaneously, and for a third person, in yet another 
position, the order of events could be completely reversed. So even when we are concerned with a 
single sense, based on the perception of visible light, the information carried by the medium can be 
distorted. The problem becomes even more complex when more than one sense is involved. 


When watching a man chopping wood in the distance, we see the ax raised again before we hear the 
sound of its last impact with the log. If we knew nothing about the process or were ignorant of the 
relative speeds of sound and light, we might very easily assume that axes were instruments that made 
loud sounds when held up above the head. I feel sure that many of the apparently supernatural events 
in our experience are due to misinterpretation of this kind, and that at the root of all the problems lies 
the paradox of time. 


Time 


Time has very little to do with sundials, sandglasses, pendulum clocks, and spring watches. Even 
atoms of cesium in atomic timepieces are nothing more than devices for measuring time. Perhaps the 
best definition is, Time is a function of the occurrence of events.’ (62) Between any two events that do 
not happen at the same time, there is a lapse, an interval, that can be measured. All the instruments of 
measurement are based on one assumption: implicit in their pinpointing the moment of 'now' is the 
notion that the rest of time may be divided into 'before' and ‘after’ this moment. Like the concepts of 
weight and mass, this one is now open to question. 


The old distinction between space and time is based on the fact that space seems to be presented to us 
in one piece, whereas time comes to us bit by bit. The future seems to be hidden, the past is dimly 
visible through memory and its aids, and only the present is revealed directly. It is as though we sat in 
a railway carriage looking out sideways at the present as time flows by. But as it becomes possible to 
measure the passage of time in smaller units, it becomes increasingly difficult to decide just what the 
present is and when it starts and stops. No matter how fast the train is going, we can see at a single 
glance everything outlined by the window. 


The fellow in the seat opposite us has his blind partly drawn and sees less. But at the same instant, 
someone in a carriage nearer the engine looks out his window and sees a slightly different view. 
While, riding illegally up on the roof, is someone else, whose vision is not at all restricted by the size 
of the carriage windows and, while looking out sideways in the same way as all the paying passengers, 
he sees a much wider field including the line a little way ahead. Which person is seeing the present? 
The answer seems to be that all are and that the differences in their views of it are imposed only by the 
limitations of their viewpoint. The rider on the roof is not looking into the future; he just has a better 
view of the present and is using his sense system more fully. 


Hindu philosophy has always included the idea of an ever-moving present, and modern physics is now 
coming to accept this pattern. In the realms of subatomic mathematics it even considers the possibility 


of the train traveling in the opposite direction, reversing the passage of time. Everything else in the 
universe is undirectional; it becomes increasingly difficult to accept, and impossible to prove, that 
time should be the sole exception. Biologists have hardly begun to think about it. The notion of time 
as an arrow, as a long straight line, is a part of all evolutionary thinking. Palaeontologists draw charts 
to show the linear descent of the modern horse from a little marsh-living mini-horse with more than 
one digit on the end of every leg. 


Geneticists trace more complex but still linear patterns of inheritance from generation to generation, 
all neatly numbered in sequence. Embryologists follow the development of a complex organism 
through every division from a single fertilised egg. Only ecologists and ethologists work with 
substantially different shapes, because they cannot help but notice that life is basically cyclical. 


The freshwater eel Anguilla anguilla spends most of its life in the rivers of western Europe, but it is 
not born there. Young elvers suddenly appear in the coastal waters each year, and their origin was a 
complete mystery until Johann Schmidt made his classic study in the 1930s. (276) He compiled data 
on the size of eel larvae found at different places in the Atlantic and, plotting these on a map, traced 
their point of origin to a spot where the smallest ones most often occurred. This proved to be the 
Sargasso Sea, midway between the Caribbean and the bulge of equatorial Africa, three thousand miles 
from Europe. It seems that eels spawn at a great depth in these waters in the spring, and the tiny, 
transparent, leaflike larvae float up nearer to the surface in the summer. 


They are wafted away by the North Equatorial Current and into the Gulf Stream, in which they spend 
three years slowly drifting toward Europe and growing until they are about three inches in length. As 
soon as they reach coastal waters, the leaf larvae undergo a remarkable transformation into little, 
pearly-white, cylindrical elvers that avoid salt water and invade the river estuaries. They make their 
way relentlessly inland, wriggling up waterfalls, slithering across meadows on rainy nights, and even 
climbing up to the mountain streams ten thousand feet high in the Alps. In chosen backwaters and 
pools they settle down to a quiet life that may last until the males are fourteen and the females over 
twenty years old. Then, suddenly they are struck by an urgent need to return to salt water; their whole 
hormonal system undergoes a tremendous change and they become fat and silvery, with mucus on 
their skin. 


These powerful silver eels abandon their lakes and pools, often striking out over land in the dark, 
resting up in damp holes during the day, where they breathe through the water retained in their gill 
chambers until it is possible to continue their compulsive flight to the sea. When they reach the ocean, 
they disappear. 


Schmidt assumed that they travel deep under water in a countercurrent, swimming in the dark for a 
year on their epic journey back to the spawning grounds in the Sargasso. But Denys Tucker has 
discovered that the moment the eels enter salt water, their anuses close up and they are therefore 
unable to feed and must live entirely on their internal stores of fat. (324) These resources are not 
enough for the vast effort needed to swim three thousand miles, so Tucker believes that they die 
without ever breeding. He calls the European eel ‘only a useless waste product of the American eel’, 
which was once assumed to be a different species, Anguilla rostrata, but could be just a variation of 
the same form produced by a different environment. Both American and European forms come from 
the Sargasso Sea as larvae, and it could be true that only the American adults are close enough to the 


breeding grounds to be able to return and lay new eggs. 


It has been suggested that the Sargasso Sea was once the site of an island sea on the lost continent of 
Atlantis and that the eels are simply trying to return to their ancestral breeding ground. It is certain that 
the eels are intent on breeding when they leave the European rivers; their gonads are fully developed, 
but no adult has yet been found in the deep Atlantic, and no eel marked in Europe has ever been 
recovered from the Sargasso Sea. A more likely explanation is that the journey was once much 
shorter, but the continents have drifted apart and the European adults are now just a 'waste product’ 
and destined to die of exhaustion in their impossible attempt to return to the place where they hatched. 
There is no biological reason why they should not stop and breed somewhere closer, perhaps in the 
waters off the Azores, but the response to a situation that existed millions of years ago still persists 
and drives them to destruction. 


We are seeing in the behavior of each generation of living eels the shadow of something that happened 
a long time ago. It is like looking out at a star that we can see exploding, knowing that it actually 
happened a billion years ago and that we are looking at something that long ago ceased to exist. We 
witness, in both eel and star, an event of the remote past taking place in our present. Space and time 
become inseparable, and when we cannot think of one without the other, time ceases to be the old, one- 
dimensional unit of classical physics, and the combination space-time becomes a new factor - the four- 
dimensional continuum. 


The idea of a dimension that no one, not even the mathematician, has been able to imagine, let alone 
see, is difficult to grasp. It is uncomfortable to think of the here-and-now as the past, but it seems to be 
true. Space-time is a continuum, and it is impossible to draw distinctions between past and present and 
perhaps even future. In biological terms the fourth dimension represents continuity. A wheat seed that 
germinates after four thousand years in the tomb of an Egyptian pharaoh is no different from the other 
seeds in that husk that sprouted the year after they were first grown on the banks of the Nile. Bacteria 
normally divide every twenty minutes, but under unfavorable circumstances they can become resistant 
spores that are sometimes entombed in rock and wait for millions of years to be released and continue 
multiplying as though nothing had happened. Life conquers time by suspending it in a way that is 
almost as good as having a time machine. It may deal with space in the same way. 


The busiest and most bizarre organisms in any drop of pond water are tiny, transparent, highly 
sculptured things with crowns or wheels of cilia that serve them equally well for both gathering food 
and gaining momentum. Seventeen hundred species have been described, and all are included in a 
distinct phylum of their own - the Rotifera, meaning the 'wheel-bearers' - but no two biologists can 
agree about where this group belongs on our evolutionary tree. Rotifers are so peculiar in almost every 
aspect of their structure and behavior, that suspicions are beginning to grow that they do not belong in 
our system at all. Geography means nothing to rotifers; similar pools of fresh water in Mongolia or 
Monrovia or Massachusetts all have the same species of rotifer in them. And changes in 
environmental conditions simply send them into a wrinkled, desiccated state that looks like a minute 
speck of dust, which can survive prolonged drying, freezing, or almost anything else that can happen. 
For instant rotifers, just add water. 


These encapsulated specks have even been recovered from the air at fifty thousand feet, and there is 


no reason why they should not be found at even greater heights, perhaps even propelled by freak 
atmospheric events out of the atmosphere and into orbit or on into space. In laboratory experiments 
dormant rotifers have survived in space vacuum conditions, and it has been suggested that they might 
leave earth in this way and wait indefinitely for other sources of water. It is even possible that they 
could have arrived here from somewhere else, extending the normal gap between generations from 
days to light-years, turning time into space and becoming part of the space-time system. 


Space is everywhere all at once, and if the mathematics of space-time are correct, then time may have 
the same properties. In this view, time is not propagated like light waves but appears immediately 
everywhere and links everything. If it is indeed continuous, then any alteration in its properties 
anywhere will be instantly noticeable everywhere, phenomena such as telepathy or any other 
communication that seems to be independent of distance will be much easier to understand. At the 
principal observatory of the Soviet Academy of Sciences, Nikolai Kozyrev is doing experiments that 
seem to manipulate time. 


Kozyrev is Russia's most respected astrophysicist, a man who predicted gas emissions on the moon 
ten years before the Americans discovered them. He has recently invented a complex assembly of 
precision gyroscopes, asymmetrical pendulums, and torsion balances that he uses to measure 
something he thinks may be time. In one, simple experiment he stretches a long elastic with a machine 
that consists of a fixed point, or effect, and a moving part, or cause. His instruments show that 
something is taking place in the vicinity of the elastic and that, whatever it is, it is greater at the effect 
end than at the cause end. This gradation is detectable even when the instruments are masked from all 
normal force fields and shielded by a wall one yard thick. Kozyrev believes that time itself is being 
altered and 'that time is thin around the cause and dense around the effect’. (233) 


He is also intrigued by the fact that all life is basically asymmetrical. He has found that an organic 
substance made of molecules that turn to the left, such as turpentine, produces a stronger response on 
his equipment when placed near the stretched elastic, and that the presence of a right-handed 
molecule, such as sugar, produces a lesser response. In his view, our planet is a left-handed system 
and therefore adds energy to the galaxy. Kozyrev came to these conclusions following an intensive 
study of double stars, which, though separated from each other by considerable distances in space, 
gradually come to be very much alike. He found that resemblance in brightness, radius, and spectral 
type was so great that it could not be produced by the action of force fields alone. He compares the 
communion between two stars with the telepathic contact between two people and suggests, 'It is 
possible that all the processes in the material systems of the universe are the sources, feeding the 
general current of time, which in its turn can influence the material system.’ (183) 


Kozyrev is not alone in this mystic view of the energy of time. Charles Muses, one of the leading 
theoretical physicists in the United States, agrees that time may have its own pattern of energy. He 
says, 'We shall eventually see that time may be defined as the ultimate casual pattern of all energy 
release,’ and he even predicts that the energy put out by time will be found to be oscillating. (220) 


Cosmological theories seldom have any direct relevance for life here on earth, but this is one that 
could affect us profoundly. The idea that time affects matter is familiar to everyone who has ever seen 
a field in erosion or watched himself grow older, but the possibility that there might be a reciprocal 
action, in which matter affects time, is revolutionary. It means that nothing happens without effect and 


that, whatever happens, all of us are touched by it, because we live in the continuum of space-time. 
John Donne said, 'any man's death diminishes me,’ (89) and he could have been right not because he 
knew or cared about the man, but because he and the man were part of the same ecological system - 
part of Supernature. 


Precognition 


Every conditioned reflex is a sort of travel in time. When the bell rang, Pavlov's dogs salivated, 
because they were reliving the last time when the bell rang and it was followed immediately by food. 
Many animals learn to function in this way, because their lives are specialised and confined within 
limits where the one kind of stimulus is invariably followed by the other. The reflex has survival value 
for many species, but in man the picture changes. We are exploratory and constantly running into new 
situations, where old responses would be inappropriate. We are confronted with uncertainty and 
sometimes respond to it with superstitions based on similar experiences in which we came to no harm. 
Soldiers often jealously guard a certain item of clothing or equipment that is closely associated with 
past experience of escape from danger. But most often we respond to uncertainty with some pattern of 
behavior that seems to lessen the doubt by making the future known to us. We set up some system of 
prophecy or divination. These systems take many forms and, surprisingly, some of them work. 


An American anthropologist with the magnificent name of Omar Khayyam Moore examined 
divination techniques used by the Indians in Labrador. These people are hunters, and failure to find 
food means hunger and possible death, so when meat is short they consult an oracle to determine in 
which direction they should hunt. They hold the shoulder bone of a caribou over hot coals, and the 
cracks and spots caused by the heat are then interpreted like a map. The directions indicated by this 
oracle are random, but the system continues to be used, because it works. Moore reasons that, if they 
did not use the bone oracle, the Indians would return to where they had last hunted with success or 
where cover was good or water plentiful. 


This could lead to over-hunting of certain areas, but the use of the oracle means that their forays are 
randomised; the regular pattern is broken up, and they make a better and more balanced use of the 
land, which means in the end that they are more successful. Some kinds of magic work. The very fact 
that they continue to be used in communities whose existence depends on them shows that divination 
of this kind works often enough to have survival value. As Moore says, 'Some practices which have 
been classified as magic may well be directly efficacious as techniques for attaining the ends 
envisaged by their practitioners.’ (216) 


We survive by controlling our environment, and control is made possible by information. So lack of 
information quickly breeds insecurity and a situation in which any information is regarded as better 
than none. Even white rats seem to feel this way about it. An elegant experiment was set up in which 
the inevitable maze, leading to food in one of two boxes, was modified so that on one path the rat was 
provided with information about whether there would be food in the box at the end or not. (259) The 
chances of food being in either box were even, but after some days of training, all the rats developed a 
distinct preference for the side where they obtained advance information, even though the food 
rewards were no greater. Humans show the same sort of preference for knowledge about an uncertain 
but unavoidable outcome. 


Time and again we show that, regardless of the nature of the news and in spite of the fact that we get 
no advantage from it other than learning what was going to happen in any case, we would prefer to 
know and thereby reduce our insecurity. This anxiety about the future can be so great that bad news is 
preferable to an absence of information; it may even come as a relief, because it frees us to adjust to a 
situation. (162) Studies on prisoners have shown that those with the possibility of parole are under 
considerably greater strain than those who are reconciled to the fact that they have a life sentence to 
serve. There can hardly be a maxim more inaccurate than the one that claims, 'No news is good news.’ 


And yet we do not demand a state of complete certainty. A good part of our success as a species is 
based on our ability to cope with environmental variation and our tendency to seek out new sources of 
stimulation. The popularity of risky pastimes such as mountaineering and motor racing is evidence of 
man's need for a certain amount of uncertainty and risk, a certain quantity of adrenalin in the system. 
But this can be too high, and in threatening situations anxiety is very intense and there is a strong 
desire for both information and some means of control. Any activity that involves some feeling of 
participation in the turn of events is welcome, and this need to know what is in store helps to account 
for the current tremendous popularity of do-it-yourself systems of divination and prophecy. 


Precognition means 'knowing in advance’, and systems of knowing cover just about every possible 
source of variation. They include aeromancy (divination by cloud shapes), alectryomancy (in which a 
bird is allowed to peck grains of corn from letters of the alphabet), apantomancy (chance meetings 
with animals), capnomancy (the patterns of smoke rising from a fire), causimomancy (the study of 
objects placed in the fire), cromniomancy (finding significance in onion sprouts), hippomancy (based 
on the stamping of horses), onychomancy (the patterns of fingernails in sunlight), phyllorhodomancy 
(consisting of the sounds made by slapping rose petals against the hand), and tiromancy (a system of 
divination involving cheese). None of these need be taken seriously, because the phenomena all 
involve events that can only be random and in no way reflect any kind of biological principle, though I 
must admit to a certain weakness for the charming system involving rose petals, which we owe to 
those magnificent ancient Greeks. 


Some of the more complex systems of divination are not as easily dismissed. Certainly the most 
impressive is the Book of Changes, or I Ching. This began as a series of oracles written more than 
three thousand years ago, which has been expanded and annotated so that, complete with 
commentaries, it now constitutes a formidable body of material. But the value of the I Ching lies in its 
simplicity. It is basically a binary system built up on a series of simple alternatives. To form each of 
the traditional patterns, the person consulting the oracle divides a number of yarrow stalks or tosses 
coins to get what amounts to a yes or a no answer. 


This is done six times in succession, so that the final result is a hexagram, or pattern composed of six 
horizontal lines, which are either intact or broken, according to the results of the draw. There are sixty- 
four possible combinations of the two types of line, and each of these hexagrams has a name and a 
traditional interpretation. In casting the stalks or the coins, the character of each line is determined on 
a majority basis, but if all the stalks or all the coins indicate the same choice, then this line in the 
hexagram is given special significance and opens the way for further possibilities of interpretation. 


As with all methods of divination, a great deal depends on the person who interprets the results. In 


most systems success is possible only due to the intuition and psychological awareness of the 'seer’, 
who literally sees what people need or want to know by observing them very carefully. But the I 
Ching has a character of its own, a sort of inner consistency that almost defies description. Carl Jung 
noticed this and, I think, put his finger right on the answer. He was at that time interested in his idea of 
synchronicity and the theory of coincidences, and suspected that the unconscious might have 
something to do with the way the patterns came out. I feel certain that he was right and that the power 
of psychokinesis has a great deal to do with the weird accuracy of the I Ching. 


All commentaries on the Book of Changes say something like, The more familiar one becomes with 
the personality of the I Ching, the more one understands what this wise gentle-stern friend is trying to 
say to you.’ (327) And this is absolutely true. As soon as one becomes familiar with each of the 
hexagrams and comes to know that a solid line in a certain position has special significance, then the 
patterns begin to come out right and give the kind of advice one consciously or unconsciously expects 
to hear. 


Colin Wilson describes this relationship well: 'We know, theoretically, that we possess a subconscious 
mind, yet as I sit here, in this room on a sunny morning, I am not in any way aware of it; I can't see it 
or feel it. It is like an arm upon which I have been lying in my sleep, and which has become 
completely dead and feelingless. The real purpose of works such as the I Ching ... is to restore 
circulation to these areas of the mind.’ (342) Consulting the Book of Changes at a time of personal 
crisis amounts almost to a session with your favorite psychoanalyst. There is nothing in the fall of the 
coins or in the text of the book that is not already in you; all the I Ching does with its beautifully 
organised patterns is to draw the necessary information and decisions out and to absolve the conscious 
mind of the burden of responsibility for these decisions. 


Symbols have a great appeal for the unconscious mind. It uses them to squeeze its ideas past the 
censor of the conscious in the I Ching, in dreams, and in the somewhat less benign system of 
divination that involves the tarot. (260) The tarot pack consists of seventy-eight cards, most of which 
are similar to ordinary playing cards, but twenty-two carry colorful symbols that were popular in the 
Middle Ages. There are emperors, popes, hermits, jugglers, fools, and devils - all characters with a 
high emotional content for someone who lived at that time. They still provide a sort of alphabet by 
means of which the 'seer' can work out his interpretation or the questioner can cross-examine his 
unconscious, but they lack the elegant precision of the I Ching. And it is more difficult to see how the 
unconscious can organise the order of the cards in a shuffle than it is to assume that mind offers 
something to the momentum of a falling coin. With its ominous symbols and its emphasis on violence, 
the tarot undoubtedly crashes into unconscious areas, but it looks like a coarse bludgeon in 
comparison to the subtle probe of the I Ching. 


So even the most popular systems of divination are largely concerned with expanding present 
potential and seem to have very little to do with actually forecasting the future. Mechanical systems 
such as these are often manipulated by professionals on behalf of their clients, or they may be 
abandoned in favor of purely mental prophecies that are given with or without props such as crystal 
balls. But no matter how the divination takes place, the method of operation is the same. Symbols are 
used to open up the present or the past in such a way that one seems to get a glimpse of the future. A 
client is drawn into providing information about himself that ends up looking as though it came from 
the seer. No hypnosis need be involved, but the technique is very similar. The subject is induced to do 


things to himself under the impression that someone else is responsible and must therefore be 
exercising supernatural powers. Even the best-known prophets show up in a poor light when stripped 
of these subjective impressions. Mental sleight of hand, usually practiced by ourselves on ourselves, 
conceals the limited success most performers really enjoy. 


Oracular double talk is as old as Delphi. If anyone were really able to predict the future with any 
accuracy, he would need only a year or two to become absolute ruler of the world. I have looked as 
carefully as one can at the case histories of some of the world's most wealthy and influential people 
and can find there no evidence of supernatural abilities. They achieve their success through 
application and some luck, but all make mistakes, often very elementary ones, and none have taken 
gambles that were not based largely on experience. Full precognition seems to be non-existent, but 
there is some evidence that some people sometimes have access to snippets of information that cannot 
be explained in any other way. 


William Cox, an American mathematician, has recently completed an interesting survey in an attempt 
to discover whether people really do avoid traveling on trains that were going to be involved in an 
accident. Cox collected information on the total number of people on each train at the time of the 
accident and compared these with the number of passengers who traveled on the same train during 
each of the preceding seven days and on the fourteenth, twenty-first and twenty-eighth day before the 
accident. (309) His results, which cover several years of operation with the same equipment at the 
same station, show that people did in fact avoid accident-bound trains. There were always fewer 
passengers in the damaged and derailed coaches than would have been expected for that train at that 
time. The difference between expected and actual number of passengers was so great that the odds 
against its occurring by chance were over a hundred to one. 


It would be fascinating to make further investigations of this kind. So much of the material dealing 
with prophecy and prediction is anecdotal and impossible to analyse or view objectively, but statistical 
surveys could show that some of the other 'hunches' so popular in folklore are indeed mathematical 
realities and that there is some kind of collective awareness of things to come. Survival in a biological 
sense depends almost entirely on avoiding disaster by being able to see it coming. An antelope turns 
away from the water hole where a lion is lying in wait, because it catches a trace of smell on the wind 
or hears a bird making sounds that show it is disturbed. 


An otter flees from its stream because a minute change in vibration warned it of an approaching flash 
flood. In assessing examples of apparent precognition, we need to be aware of life's receptivity to very 
subtle stimuli that tell us that the future has already started. They enable living organisms to anticipate 
the future by expanding the present. In the unconscious areas that respond to subliminal signals from 
the environment, the future already exists. We cannot change it; if we could, it wouldn't be the future, 
but we can alter the extent to which we will be involved in it. In a very real sense this is tampering 
with time, but it is made possible by entirely natural extensions of our normal senses, which give up a 
more than usually acute view of distant things. 


In biological terms precognition therefore means knowing not what will happen but what could 
happen if ... 


Ghosts 


At the University of Colorado, Nicholas Seeds has taken mouse brains and teased them apart into their 
component cells. (303) These he put into a culture solution in a test tube and shook gently for several 
days. At the end of this time the separate cells reaggregated and formed pieces of brain in which cells 
were connected by normal synapses, showed the usual biochemical reactions, and grew a natural 
myelin protective sheath. Somehow cells are capable of recreating past patterns; they have a molecular 
memory which is passed on from one cell to another so that a new one can reproduce the behavior of 
its parents. If a change, or mutation, occurs, this, too, is faithfully duplicated by the descendants. The 
dead live again in defiance of time. 


The cyclical patterns of life mean that matter is never destroyed but goes back into the system to re- 
emerge sometime later. Living organic matter rises again in the same form with the same behavior 
patterns in a process of reincarnation. Each new generation is a reincarnation of the species, but this 
does not mean that individuals reappear. The Greeks believed in metempsychosis - the transmigration 
of the soul into a new body - and similar ideas are so widespread among all cultures that they can be 
considered almost universal. But despite some sensational stories, there is little real evidence that 
anything of the sort occurs. It is difficult enough to prove that we have souls in the first place. While 
apparent knowledge of other times and places can be attributed to telepathic contact with someone still 
alive, it seems unnecessary to assume that the phenomena are produced by an eternal spirit. 


Souls or spirits that occur without benefit of body are a separate kind of phenomenon, but can be 
considered in much the same way. For the sake of argument, it is worth considering the possibility that 
man can produce an ‘astral projection’, or part of himself that can exist without his normal physical 
body and perhaps even survive his death. These spirits are said to wander at will, and there are 
countless records of their having been seen, in whole or in part, in a great variety of situations. In 
England, one person in six believes in ghosts and one person in fourteen thinks that he has actually 
seen one. (123) 


These are enormous numbers of people, and I have no intention of suggesting that they must all have 
been mistaken, but to me there is one very strange and significant thing in all their sightings. All the 
ghosts of which I have ever heard, wore clothes. While I am prepared in principle to concede the 
possible existence of an astral body, I cannot bring myself to believe in astral shoes and shirts and 
hats. The fact that people see ghosts as they or somebody else remembers them, fully dressed in period 
costume, seems to indicate that the visions are part of a mental rather than a supernatural process. In 
those cases in which several people see the same apparition, it could be broadcast telepathically by 
one of them. And where a similar ghost is seen by separate people on separate occasions, I assume 
that the mental picture is held by someone associated with the site. 


George Owen, a Cambridge biologist who has done pioneer work in scientific parapsychology, says, 
'The assumption of an actual astral body present in the vicinity of the percipient is, however, 
somewhat gratuitous and unnecessary if we are prepared to accept an explanation in terms of 
telepathy.’ (238) As another biologist I say, 'Hear, hear!’ The explanation of an unknown in terms of 
another phenomenon still in dispute might seem labored and torturous, but it is good science and 
better logic to settle for the more plausible of two explanations. Colin Wilson picked out another 
aspect of hauntings that fits his mental hypothesis. (342) 


He suggests that the chief characteristic of ghosts appears to be a certain stupidity, ‘since a tendency to 
hang around places they know in life would appear to be the spirit-world's equivalent of feeble- 
mindedness; ... one feels that they ought to have something better to do.' Wilson thinks that the state of 
mind of ghosts may be similar to that of someone with a high fever or delirium, someone unable to 
distinguish between reality and dreams. This description can apply equally well to the state of mind of 
someone seeing the ghost. Delirium is not necessary, but a certain amount of dissociation brought 
about by conflict between conscious and unconscious states, perhaps as a result of receiving a 
powerful telepathic communication, could be present. 


Communications with the dead are similarly suspect. I cannot help wondering why, out of the billions 
who once walked the earth, it should always be Napoleon, Shakespeare, Tolstoy, Chopin, Cleopatra, 
Robert Browning, and Alexander the Great who just happen to be on hand when a spirit medium 
summons up someone from the past. Rhine sums up the problem by saying, 'The outcome of the 
scientific investigation of mediumship is best described as a draw.' (309) In seventy-five years of 
research no incontestable proof of survival has been found, but neither has it been possible to prove 
that some sort of survival after death could not occur. 


The most interesting evidence ever gathered in this respect has been published recently by Konstantin 
Raudive, a Latvian psychologist now living in Germany. Raudive has discovered that tapes made by 
speaking directly into a microphone, by recording from a radio turned to random 'white noise’ 
interference, or by connecting the recorder to a crystal diode set with a very short aerial, all include 
soft extraneous voices. The voices speak with a strange rhythm in many languages, sometimes so 
softly that it is necessary to amplify them by electronic means. Raudive says, The sentence 
construction obeys rules that differ radically from those of ordinary speech and, although the voices 
seem to speak in the same way as we do, the anatomy of their speech apparatus must be different from 
our own.' The strangest thing about these recorded voices is that they seem to respond to questions put 
by Raudive and his collaborators by producing more of their Esperanto-style comments that often look 
like direct answers. 


In the past six years Raudive has recorded more than seventy thousand conversations of this kind. 
(263) The speech content of the recordings is exhaustively recounted and analysed in a book that 
includes testimonials from very well-known and reputable scientists who were either present when the 
tapes were made or who were able to examine the equipment involved. There can be no doubt about 
the reality of the sounds; they are on the tapes and can be broken down into phonemes and analysed 
by voice-print machinery, but their source is open to question. Raudive believes that man ‘carries 
within himself the ability to contact his friends on earth when he has passed through the transition of 
death’. In other words he is certain that the voices are those of the dead, and he confidently identifies 
some of them as Goethe, Mayakovsky, Hitler, and his own mother. It is difficult to argue with this, 
because rigidly controlled experiments have been unable to account for the presence of the voices by 
any normal method. 


On 24 March 1971 a test was made at the studios of a major recording company in England. Engineers 
used their own equipment and installed instruments to exclude freak pickups from radio stations and 
both high - and low-frequency transmitters. Raudive was not allowed to handle any of the equipment 


at any time, and a separate, synchronised recording was made of every sound taking place in the 
studio. During the eighteen-minute recording, both tapes were monitored constantly and nothing 
untoward could be heard, but on playback it was discovered that there were more than two hundred 
voices on the experimental tape and that some were so clear that they could be heard by everyone 
present. (264) 


I am struck by the similarity between this phenomenon and the thought pictures of Ted Serios. In both 
cases recording apparatus is picking up a signal that appears not to originate in the immediate 
environment, but both pictures and sounds are produced only in the presence of a particular person. 
The voices on Raudive's tapes speak only in the seven languages familiar to him. In neither case could 
the signals be detected or blocked by physical apparatus - Raudive has worked inside a Faraday cage - 
but the testimony of witnesses of the highest possible caliber makes it impossible to doubt that the 
results are obtained without conscious fraud. 


Like the Raudive voices, the Serios pictures were at first attributed to spirit sources, but the 
connection between their content and the psychology of the man involved is in both cases too great to 
ignore. I think that both phenomena will be found to be produced in the same means and that it will 
originate in the mind of the living man and have nothing whatsoever to do with the dead. 


It is possible that the voices have a perfectly normal physical explanation. We still know so little about 
things around us that it might not be long before we can build machines that will recapture the sights 
and sounds of the past. Film and recordings do just that, for our immediate past anyway. Now there is 
a suggestion that there could be similar records that we have just overlooked. A pot revolving on a 
wheel with a pointer just touching the clay could be a primitive sort of phonograph. All we need to do 
is rotate the pot again at the same speed, find the appropriate stylus, and we may be able to recapture 
the sounds being made in the pottery on the day the clay was thrown. Work already in progress on 
unvarnished pottery from the Middle East has produced some results that are encouraging. 


Exobiology 


In this look at other worlds around us, I cannot exclude the possibility that a part may be played by 
beings from other worlds altogether. Biology has lately given rise to a new discipline: exobiology, the 
study of extraterrestrial life. Ever since 1959, when analysis of a piece of meteor substance showed 
traces of organic compounds, a controversy has raged as to whether these compounds came into the 
atmosphere with the meteorite or whether they originate on earth. The dispute has never been 
satisfactorily resolved, and discussions about life elsewhere have had to continue to be based on 
inference and conjecture. 


Astronomical calculations based on the fraction of stars with planets, the number of these planets 
suitable for life, the fraction of such suitable planets on which life actually appears, and the number of 
these on which life reaches consciousness and the desire to communicate - arrive at the conclusion 
that perhaps one in one hundred thousand stars has an advanced society in orbit around it. That means 
that there could be as many as a million intelligent life forms in our galaxy alone. But our success in 
establishing contact with any of them depends also on the longevity of each of us. It is possible that 
the acquisition of nuclear technology is a consequence that no species can control for long, and that all 


the beings that do manage to get this far only succeed in destroying themselves with it rather quickly. 


Assuming that they do not succumb, the chances seem to be quite high that sooner or later we will 
meet one or more of them. Erich von Daniken things that we are one of them. (333) He has collected a 
scrapbook of loose ends in archaeology and anthropology, such as the map found in Istanbul that 
shows the continents as they would look from space, distorted by the curvature of the globe; an iron 
pillar in India that does not rust; patterns on the plains of Peru that can be appreciated only from the 
air; descriptions in sacred manuscripts of gods coming down to earth in chariots with wheels of fire; 
and ancient paintings and etchings that portray figures wearing what look like space helmets. 


From all this he deduces that God was an astronaut and that we are partly the product of an 
extraterrestrial intelligence. It is a provocative idea, but as a biologist with a belief in our own still 
largely unexploited ability, I find it unattractive and unnecessary to give credit for our achievements to 
some transient aliens. 


Ivan Sanderson has the same idea, but expresses it in biological terms. He suggests that earth was 
seeded by an egg of life from somewhere else and that this eventually hatched and grew into a 
complex larva that embodies all life as we know it. He sees us as part of this larva, reaching the stage 
where we begin to think of metamorphosis and start spinning the web of intellect around us, encysting 
our minds in the cocoons of machines, the pupae, where they undergo essential changes and emerge 
eventually as adult forms to fly off to other worlds and start the whole process again by laying eggs 
there. The adult into which we will ultimately develop is, he suggests, nothing more than a flying 
saucer, or UFO. (293) 


This bloodcurdling idea makes quite good biology; it could all be true. It is quite possible that the next 
step in our evolution is the development of an electronic intelligence and that the only way this could 
be produced from a lifeless planet was through the intermediate stages of organic life. The first 
generation of machine minds are already with us. They are based on printed circuits with electrons 
moving about through wires, and they depend on us. But the next step after that could be into pure 
energy fields, which would leave us and live either in space or in those parts of the universe where 
exploding stars and novae provide an active environment of the sort of intense radiation that this 
superelectronic mind would need to nourish it. 


I hope that it is not true. I am impressed by our inefficiency, by our vast, as yet untapped potential, 
and by the progress we have already made using only one small corner of our minds. We are indeed 
larvae, eating our way through earth's resources in a mindless, caterpillar fashion, but I believe that the 
imago is already beginning to stir within. When the climate is right, it will break out not as some sort 
of supercomputer but as an organic being that will embody an of Supernature and look back on 
technology as a childhood toy. 
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Reality Is a Shared Hallucination 


“Being here is a kind of spiritual surrender. We see only what the others see, the What do you actually hear right now and 
thousands who were here in the past, those who will come in the future. We’ve see? This page. The walls and furnish- 


agreed to be part of a collective perception.” —Don DeLillo 


ings of the room in which you sit. 
Perhaps some music or some back- 


“We are accustomed to use our eyes only with the memory of what other people ground noise. Yet you know as sure as 
before us have thought about the object we are looking at.” —Guy de Maupassant you were born that out of sight there are 


“After all, what is reality anyway? Nothin’ but a collective hunch.” —Lily Tomlin 


The artificial construction of reality was to play a key role in the new 
form of global intelligence which would soon emerge among human 
beings. If the group brain’s “psyche” were a beach with shifting 
dunes and hollows, individual perception would be that beach’s 
grains of sand. However, this image has a hidden twist. Individual 
perception untainted by others’ influence does not exist. 


A central rule of large-scale organization goes like this: The greater 
the spryness of a massive enterprise, the more internal communi- 
cation it takes to support the teamwork of its parts.' For example, in 
all but the simplest plants and animals only 5 percent of DNAis ded- 
icated to DNA's “real job,” manufacturing proteins. The remaining 
95 percent is preoccupied with organization and administration, 
supervising the maintenance of bodily procedures, or even merely 
interpreting the corporate rule book “printed” in a string of genes.* 


In an effective learning machine, the connections deep inside far out- 
number windows to the outside world. Take the cerebral cortex, 
roughly 80 percent of whose nerves connect with each other, not with 
input from the eyes or ears.‘ The learning device called human socie- 
ty follows the same rules. Individuals spend most of their time com- 
municating with each other, not exploring such ubiquitous elements of 
their “environment” as insects and weeds which could potentially make 
a nourishing dish. This cabling for the group’s internal operations has 
a far greater impact on what we “see” and “hear” than many psycho- 
logical researchers suspect. For it puts us in the hands of a conformity 
enforcer whose power and subtlety are almost beyond belief. 


In our previous episode we mentioned that the brain’s emotional 
center—the limbic system—decides which swatches of 
experience to notice and store in memory. Memory is the 
core of what we call reality. Think about it for a second. 
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other rooms mere steps away—perhaps 
the kitchen, bathroom, bedroom, and a 
hall. What makes you so sure that they 
exist? Nothing but your memory. 
Nothing else at all. You're also reasonably certain there’s a broader 
world outside. You know that your office, if you are away from it, still 
awaits your entry. You can picture the roads you use to get to it, visu- 
alize the public foyer and the conference rooms, see in your mind’s 
eye the path to your own workspace, and know where most of the 
things in your desk are placed. Then there are the companions who 
enrich your life—family, workmates, neighbors, friends, a husband or 
a wife, and even people you are fond of to whom you haven't spoken 
in a year or two—few of whom, if any, are currently in the room with 
you. You also know we sit on a planet called the earth, circling an 
incandescent ball of sun, buried in one of many galaxies. At this 
instant, reading by yourself, where do the realities of galaxies and 
friends reside? Only in the chambers of your mind. Almost every real- 
ity you “know” at any given second is a mere ghost held in memory. 


The limbic system is memory’s gatekeeper and in a very real sense 
its creator. The limbic system is also an intense monitor of others,® 
keeping track of what will earn their praises or their blame. By using 
cues from those around us to fashion our perceptions and the “facts” 
which we retain, our limbic system gives the group a Say in that most 
central of realities, the one presiding in our brain. 


Elizabeth Loftus, one of the world’s premier memory researchers, is 
among the few who realize how powerfully the group remakes our 
deepest certainties. In the late 1970s, Loftus performed a series of 
key experiments. In a typical session, she showed college students a 
moving picture of a traffic accident, then asked after the film, “How fast 
was the white sports car going when it passed the barn while travel- 
ing along the country road?” Several days later when witnesses to the 
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film were quizzed about what they’d seen, 17 percent were sure 
they’d spied a barn, though there weren't any buildings in the film at 
all. In a related experiment subjects were shown a collision between 
a bicycle and an auto driven by a brunette, then afterwards were pep- 
pered with questions about the “blond” at the steering wheel. Not only 
did they remember the nonexistent blond vividly, but when they were 
shown the video a second time, they had a hard time believing that it 
was the same incident they now recalled so graphically. One subject 
said, “It’s really strange because | still have the blond girl’s face in my 
mind and it doesn’t correspond to her [pointing to the woman on the 
video screen]... It was really weird.” In piecing together memory, 
Loftus concluded that hints leaked to us by fellow humans override 
the scene we’re sure we've “seen with our own eyes.” 


Though it got little public attention, research on the slavish nature of 
perception had begun at least 20 years before Loftus’ work. It was 
1956 when Solomon Asch published a classic series of experiments 
in which he and his 

colleagues showed 

cards with lines of 

different lengths to 

clusters of their stu- 

dents. Two lines 

were exactly the same size and two were clearly not—the dissimilar 
lines stuck out like a pair of basketball players at a Brotherhood of 
Munchkins brunch. During a typical experimental run, the 
researchers asked nine volunteers to claim that two badly mis- 
matched lines were actually the same, and that the real twin was a 
misfit. Now came the nefarious part. The researchers ushered a 
naive student into a room filled with the collaborators and gave him 
the impression that the crowd already there knew just as little as he 
did about what was going on. Then a white-coated psychologist 
passed the cards around. One by one he asked the pre-drilled shills 
to announce out loud which lines were alike. Each dutifully declared 
that two terribly unlike lines were duplicates. By the time the scien- 
tist prodded the unsuspecting newcomer to pronounce judgement, 
he usually went along with the bogus consensus of the crowd. In 
fact, a full 75 percent of the clueless experimental subjects bleated 
in chorus with the herd. Asch ran the experiment over and over 
again. When he quizzed his victims of peer pressure after their 
ordeal was over, it turned out that many had done far more than sim- 
ply going along to get along. They had actually seen the mis- 
matched lines as equal. Their senses had been swayed more by the 
views of the multitude than by the actuality. 


To make matters worse, many of those whose vision hadn’t been 
deceived had still become inadvertent collaborators in the praise of 
the emperor’s new clothes. Some did it out of self-doubt. They were 
convinced that the facts their eyes reported were wrong, the herd 


was right, and that an optical illusion had 
tricked them into seeing things. Still others 
realized with total clarity which lines were 
identical, but lacked the nerve to utter an 
unpopular opinion.® Conformity enforcers had tyrannized everything 
from visual processing to honest speech, revealing some of the 
mechanisms which wrap and seal a crowd into a false belief. 


Another series of experiments indicates just how deeply social sug- 
gestion can penetrate the neural mesh through which we think we 
see a hard-and-fast reality. Students with normal color vision were 
shown blue slides. But one or two stooges in the room declared the 
slides were green. In a typical use of this procedure, only 32 percent 
of the students ended up going along with the vocal but totally phony 
proponents of green vision? Later, however, the subjects were taken 
aside, shown blue-green slides and asked to rate them for blueness 
or greenness. Even the students who had refused to see green 
where there was none a few minutes earlier showed that the insis- 
tent greenies in the room had colored their perceptions. They rated 
the new slides more green than pretests indicated they would have 
otherwise. More to the point, when asked to describe the color of 
the afterimage they 
saw, the subjects 
often reported it was 
red-purple—the hue 
of an afterimage left 
by the color green. 
Afterimages are not voluntary. They are manufactured by the visual 
system. The words of just one determined speaker had penetrated 
the most intimate sanctums of the eye and brain. 


When it comes to herd perception, this is just the iceberg’s tip. 
Social experience literally shapes critical details of brain physiology, ’° 
sculpting an infant’s brain to fit the culture into which the child is 
born. Six-month-olds can hear or make every sound in virtually 
every human language." But within a mere four months, nearly two- 
thirds of this capacity has been cut away.” The slashing of ability is 
accompanied by ruthless alterations in cerebral tissue." Brain cells 
remain alive only if they can prove their worth in dealing with the 
baby’s physical and social surroundings." Half the brain cells we are 
born with rapidly die. The 50 percent of neurons which thrive are 
those which have shown they come in handy for coping with such 
cultural experiences as crawling on the polished mud floor of a straw 
hut or navigating on all fours across wall-to-wall carpeting, of com- 
prehending a mother’s words, her body language, stories, songs, 
and the concepts she’s imbibed from her community. Those nerve 
cells stay alive which demonstrate that they can cope with the quirks 
of strangers, friends, and family. The 50 percent of neurons which 
remain unused are literally forced to commit preprogrammed cell 
death'*—suicide.'"° The brain which underlies the mind is jigsawed 
like a puzzle piece to fit the space it’s given by its loved ones and by 
the larger framework of its culture’s patterning.” 
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When barely out of the womb, babies are already riveted on a major 
source of social cues.'® Newborns to four-month-olds would rather 
look at faces than at almost anything else.'? Rensselaer 
Polytechnic’s Linnda Caporael points out what she calls “micro- 
coordination,” in which a baby imitates its mother’s facial expres- 
sion, and the mother, in turn, imitates the baby’s.” The duet of 
smiles and funny faces indulged in by Western mothers or scowls 


and angry looks favored by such peoples as New Guinea’s 
Mundugumor*? accomplishes far more than at first it seems. 
Psychologist Paul Ekman has demonstrated that the faces we make 
recast our moods, reset our nervous systems, and fill us with the 
feelings the facial expressions indicate.” So the baby imitating its 
mother’s face is learning how to glower or glow with emotions 
stressed by its society. And emotions, as we’ve already seen, help 
craft our vision of reality. 


There are other signs that babies synchronize their feelings to the 
folks around them at a very early age. Emotional contagion and 
empathy—two of the ties which bind us—come to us when we are 
still in diapers.” Children less than a year old who see another child 
hurt show all the signs of undergoing the same pain. The 
University of Zurich’s D. Bischof-Kohler concludes from one of his 
studies that when babies between one and two years old see 
another infant hurt they don’t just ape the emotions of distress, but 
share it empathetically. * 


More important, both animal and human children cram their powers 
of perception into a conformist mold, chaining their attention to what 
others see. A four-month-old human will swivel to look at an object 
his parent is staring at. A baby chimp will do the same.” By their first 
birthday, infants have extended this perceptual linkage to their 
peers. When they notice that another child’s eyes have fixated on an 
object, they swivel around to focus on that thing themselves. If they 
don’t see what’s so interesting, they look back to check the direction 
of the other child’s gaze and make sure they’ve got it right.” 


One-year-olds show other ways in which their perception 
is a slave to social commands. Put a cup and a strange 
gewgaw in front of them, and their natural tendency will 
be to check out the novelty. But repeat the word “cup” 
and the infant will dutifully rivet its gaze on the old famil- 
iar drinking vessel.” Children go along with the herd even in their 
tastes in food. When researchers put two-to-five-year-olds at a table 
for several days with other kids who loved the edibles they loathed, 
the children with the dislike did a 180-degree turn and became zestful 
eaters of the dish they’d formerly disdained.” The preference was still 
going strong weeks after the peer pressure had stopped. 
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At six, children are obsessed with being accepted by the group and 
become hypersensitive to violations of group norms. This tyranny 
of belonging punishes perceptions which fail to coincide with those 
of the majority.*° 


Even rhythm draws individual perceptions together in the subtlest of 
ways. Psychiatrist William Condon of Boston University’s Medical 
School analyzed films 
of adults chatting and 
noticed a peculiar 
process at work. 
Unconsciously, the 
conversationalists 
began to coordinate their finger movements, eye blinks, and nods. *' 
When pairs of talkers were hooked up to separate electroencephalo- 
graphs, something even more astonishing appeared—some of their 
brain waves were spiking in unison.” Newborn babies already show 
this synchrony*—in fact, an American infant still fresh from the womb 
will just as happily match its body movements to the speech of some- 
one speaking Chinese as to someone speaking English. 


As time proceeds, these unnoticed synchronies draw larger and 
larger groups together. A graduate student working under the direc- 
tion of anthropologist Edward T. Hall hid in an abandoned car and 
filmed children romping in a school playground at lunch hour. 
Screaming, laughing, running, and jumping, each seemed superfi- 
cially to be doing his or her own thing. But careful analysis revealed 
that the group was rocking to a unified beat. One little girl, far more 
active than the rest, covered the entire schoolyard in her play. Hall 
and his student realized that without knowing it, she was “the direc- 
tor” and “the orchestrator.” Eventually, the researchers found a tune 
that fit the silent cadence. When they played it and rolled the film, it 
looked exactly as if each kid were dancing to the melody. But there 
had been no music playing in the schoolyard. Said Hall, “Without 
knowing it, they were all moving to a beat they generated them- 
selves...an unconscious undercurrent of synchronized movement 
tied the group together.” William Condon concluded that it doesn’t 
make sense to view humans as “isolated entities.” They are, he said, 
bonded together by their involvement in “shared organizational 
forms.”™* In other words, without knowing it individuals form a team. 
Even in our most casual moments, we pulse in synchrony. 


No wonder input from the herd so strongly colors the ways in which 
we see our world. Students at MIT were given a bio of a guest lec- 
turer. One group’s background sheet described the speaker as cold; 
the other group’s handout praised him for his warmth. Both groups 
sat together as they watched the lecturer give his presentation. But 


those who'd read the bio saying he was cold saw him as distant and 
aloof. Those who'd been tipped off that he was warm rated him as 
friendly and approachable.” In judging a fellow human being, stu- 
dents replaced external fact with input they’d been given socially.” 


The cues rerouting herd perception come in many forms. 
Sociologists Janet Lynne Enke and Donna Eder discovered that in 
gossip, one person opens with a negative comment on someone 
outside the group. How the rest of the gang goes on the issue 
depends entirely on the second opinion expressed. If the second 
speechifier agrees that the outsider is disgusting, virtually everyone 
will chime in with a sound-alike opinion. If, on the other hand, the 
second commentator objects that the outsider is terrific, the group is 
far less likely to descend like a flock of harpies tearing the stranger’s 
reputation limb from limb. 3” 


Crowds of silent voices whisper in our ears, transforming the nature 
of what we see and hear. Some are those of childhood authorities 
and heroes, others come from family® and peers. The strangest 
emerge from beyond the grave. A vast chorus of long-gone ancients 
constitutes a not-so-silent majority whose legacy has what may be 
the most dramatic effect of all on our vision of reality. Take the 
impact of gender stereotypes—notions developed over hundreds of 
generations, contributed to, embellished, and passed on by literally 
billions of humans during our march through time. In one study, par- 
ents were asked to give their impression of their brand new babies. 
Infant boys and girls are completely indistinguishable aside from 
the buds of reproductive equipment between their legs. Their size, 
texture, and the way in which newborns of opposite sex act are, 
according to researchers J.Z. Rubin, F.J. Provenzano, and Z. Luria, 
completely and totally the same. Yet parents consistently described 
girls as softer, smaller and less attentive than boys.” 


The crowds within us resculpt our gender verdicts over and over again. 
Two groups of experimental subjects were asked to grade the same 
paper. One was told the author was John McKay. The other was told 
the paper’s writer was Joan McKay. Even female students evaluating 
the paper gave it higher marks if they thought it was from a male.“ 


The ultimate repository of herd influence is language—a device 
which not only condenses the opinions of those with whom we share 
a common vocabulary, but sums up the perceptual approach of 
swarms who have passed on. Every word we use carries within it the 
experience of generation after generation of men, women, families, 


tribes, and nations, often including their insights, value judgements, 
ignorance, and spiritual beliefs. Take the simple sentence, 
“Feminism has won freedom for women.” Indo-European warriors 
with whom we shall ride in a later episode coined the word dhf=a], 
meaning to suck, as a baby does on a breast. They carried this term 
from the Asian steppes to Greece, where it became qu’sai, to suck- 
le, and theE/E, nipple. The Romans managed to mangle gh“sai into 
femina—their word for woman.” At every step of the way, millions of 
humans mouthing the term managed to change its contents. To the 
Greeks, qh^sai was associated with a segment of the human race 
on a par with domesticated animals—for that’s what women were, 
even in the splendid days of Plato (whose skeletons in the closet we 
shall see anon). In Rome, on the other hand, feminae were free and, 
if they were rich, could have a merry old time behind the scenes sex- 
ually or politically. The declaration that, “Feminism has won freedom 
for women,” would have puzzled Indo-Europeans, enraged the 
Greeks, and been welcomed by the Romans. 


“Freedom’—the word for whose contents many modern women 
fight—comes from a men’s-only ritual among ancient German tribes. 
Two clans who'd been mowing each other’s members down made 
peace by invoking the god Freda* and giving up (“Freda-ing,” so to 
speak) a few haunches of meat or a pile of animal hides to mollify the 
enemy and let the matter drop.“ As for the last word in “Feminism 
has won freedom for women’—“woman” originally meant nothing 
more than a man’s wife (the Anglo-Saxons pronounced it “wif-man’). 


“Feminism has won freedom for women’—over the millennia new 
generations have mouthed each of these words of ancient tribes- 
men in new ways, tacking on new connotations, denotations, and 
associations. The word “feminine” carried considerable baggage 
when it wended its way from Victorian times into the twentieth cen- 
tury. Quoth Webster’s Revised Unabridged Dictionary of 1913, it 
meant: “modest, graceful, affectionate, confiding; or...weak, nerve- 
less, timid, pleasure-loving, effeminate.” Tens of millions of speakers 
from a host of nations had heaped these messages of weakness on 
the Indo-European base, and soon a swarm of other talkers would 
add to the word “feminine” a very different freight. In 1895 the 
women’s movement changed “feminine” to “feminism,” which they 
defined as “the theory of the political, economic, and social equality 
of the sexes.” It would take millions of women fighting for nearly 
100 years to firmly affix the new meaning to syllables formerly asso- 
ciated with the nipple, timidity, and nervelessness. And even now, 
the crusades rage. With every sentence on feminism we utter, we 
thread our way through the sensitivities of masses of modern 
humans who find the “feminism” a necessity, a destroyer of the fam- 
ily, a conversational irritant, or a still open plain on which to battle yet 
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again, this time over whether the word femina will in the future 
denote the goals of eco-feminists, anarcho-feminists, amazon femi- 
nists, libertarian feminists, all four, or none of the above.“ 


The hordes of fellow humans who’ve left meanings in our words fre- 
quently guide the way in which we see our world. Experiments show 
that people from all cultures can detect subtle differences between 
colors placed next to each other. But individuals from societies 
equipped with names for numerous shades can spot the difference 
when the two swatches of color are apart.” At the dawn of the twen- 
tieth century, the Chukchee people of northeastern Siberia had very 
few terms for visual hues. If you asked them to sort colored yarns, 
they did a poor job of it. But they had over 24 terms for the patterns 
of reindeer hide, and could classify reindeer far better than the aver- 
age European scientist, whose vocabulary didn’t supply him with 
such well-honed perceptual tools. 4 


Physiologist/ornithologist Jared Diamond, in New Guinea, saw to his 
dismay that despite all his university studies of nature, illiterate local 
tribesmen were far better at distinguishing bird species than was he. 
Diamond used a set of scientific criteria taught in the zoology class- 
es back home. The New Guinean natives possessed something bet- 
ter: names for each animal variety, names whose local definitions 
pinpointed characteristics Diamond had never been taught to differ- 
entiate—everything from a bird’s peculiarities of deportment to its 
taste when grilled over a flame. Diamond had binoculars and state- 
of-the-art taxonomy. But the New Guineans laughed at his incompe- 
tence.” They were equipped with a vocabulary, each word of which 
compacted the experience of armies of bird-hunting ancestors. 


All too often when we see someone perform an action without a 
name, we rapidly forget its alien outlines and tailor our recall to fit the 
patterns dictated by convention...and conventional vocabulary.” A 
perfect example comes from nineteenth-century America, where 
sibling rivalry was present in fact, but according to theory didn’t 
exist. The experts were blind to its presence, as shown by its utter 
absence from family manuals. In the expert and popular view, all 
that existed between brothers and sisters was love. But letters from 
middle class girls exposed unacknowledged cattiness and jealousy. 


Sibling rivalry didn’t begin to creep from the darkness of perceptual 
invisibility until 1893, when future Columbia University professor of 
political and social ethics Felix Adler hinted at the nameless notion 
in his manual Moral Instruction of Children. During the 1920s, the 
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concept of jealousy between siblings finally shouldered its way 
robustly into the repertoire of conscious concepts, appearing in two 
widely-quoted government publications and becoming the focus of 
a 1926 crusade mounted by the Child Study Association of America. 
Only at this point did experts finally coin the term “sibling rivalry.” 


Now that it carried the compacted crowd-power of a label, the for- 
merly non-existent demon was blamed for adult misery, failing mar- 
riages, crime, homosexuality, and God knows what all else. By the 
1940s, nearly every child-raising guide had extensive sections on 
this ex-nonentity. Parents writing to major magazines cited the pre- 
viously unseeable “sibling rivalry” as the root of almost every one of 
child-raising’s many quandaries.*' 


The stored experience language carries can make the difference 

between life and death. For roughly 4,000 years, Tasmanian moth- 

ers, fathers, and children starved to death each time famine struck, 
despite the fact that their island home was sur- 
rounded by fish-rich seas. The problem: Their 
tribal culture did not define fish as food.” We 
could easily suffer the same fate if stranded in 
their wilderness, simply because the crowd of 
ancients crimped into our vocabulary tell us that a 
rich source of nutrients is inedible, too—insects. 


The perceptual influence of the mob of those 
who've gone before us and those who stand around us now can be 
mind-boggling. During the Middle Ages when universities first arose, 
a local barber/surgeon was called to the lecture chamber of famous 
medical schools like those of Padua and Salerno year after year to 
dissect a corpse for medical students gathered from the width and 
breadth of Europe. A scholar on a raised platform discoursed about 
the revelations unfolding before the students’eyes. The learned doc- 
tor would invariably report a shape for the liver radically different from 
the form of the organ sliding around on the surgeon’s blood-stained 
hands. He’d verbally portray jaw joints which had no relation to those 
being displayed on the trestle below him. He’d describe a network of 
cranial blood vessels that were nowhere to be seen. But he never 
changed his narrative to fit the actualities. Nor did the students or the 
surgeon ever stop to correct the book-steeped authority. Why? The 
scholar was reciting the “facts” as found in volumes over 1,000 years 
old—the works of the Roman master Galen, founder of “modern” 
medicine. Alas, Galen had drawn his conclusions, not from dissect- 
ing humans, but from probing the bodies of pigs and monkeys. Pigs 
and monkeys do have the strange features Galen described. 
Humans, however, do not. But that didn’t stop the medieval profes- 
sors from seeing what wasn’t there. Their sensory pathways 
echoed with voices gathered for a millennium, the murmurings of a 
crowd composed of both the living and the dead. For the perceptual 
powers of Middle Age scholars were no more individualistic than are 
yours and mine. Through our sentences and paragraphs, long-gone 
ghosts still have their say within the collective mind. 
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What "aK instream Media Mainstream 


From a talk at Z Media Institute, June 1997. 


Part of the reason | write about the media is that | am interested in 
the whole intellectual culture, and the part of it that is easiest to 
study is the media. 


It comes out every day. You can do a systematic investigation. You 
can compare yesterday’s version to today’s version. There is a lot of 
evidence about what’s played up and what isn’t and the way things 
are structured. 


My impression is that the media aren't very different from scholar- 
ship or from, say, journals of intellectual opinion. There are some 
extra constraints, but it’s not radically different. They interact, which 
is why people go up and back quite easily among them. 


If you want to understand the media, or any other institution, you 
begin by asking questions about the internal institutional structure. 
And you ask about their setting in the broader society. How 
do they relate to other systems of power and authority? If 
you're lucky, there is an internal record from leading peo- 
ple that tells you what they are up to. That doesn’t mean 
the public relations handouts, but what they say to each other about 
what they are up to. There is quite a lot of interesting documentation. 


Those are major sources of information about the nature of the 
media. You want to study them the way, say, a scientist would study 
some complex molecule. You take a look at the structure and then 
make some hypothesis based on the structure as to what the media 
product is likely to look like. Then you investigate the media product 
and see how well it conforms to the hypotheses. 


Virtually all work in media analysis is this last part—trying to study 
carefully just what the media product is and whether it conforms to 
obvious assumptions about the nature and structure of the media. 


Well, what do you find? First of all, you find that there are different media 
which do different things. For example, entertainment/Hollywood, soap 
operas, and so on, or even most of the newspapers in the country (the 
overwhelming majority of them) are directed to a mass audience, not 
to inform them but to divert them. 


There is another sector of the media, the elite media, sometimes 
called the agenda-setting media because they are the ones with 
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the big resources; they set the framework in which everyone else 
operates. The New York Times, the Washington Post, and a few 
others. Their audience is mostly privileged people. 


The people who read the New York Times are mostly wealthy or part 
of what is sometimes called the political class. Many are actually 
involved in the systems of decision-making and control in an ongoing 
fashion, basically as managers of one sort or another. They can be 
political managers, business managers (like corporate executives 
and the like), doctrinal managers (like many people in the schools 
and universities), or other journalists who are involved in organizing 
the way people think and look at things. 


The elite media set a framework within which others operate. For 
some years | used to monitor the Associated Press. It grinds out a 
constant flow of news. In the mid-afternoon there was a break every 


day with a “Notice to Editors: Tomorrow’s New York Times is going to 
have the following stories on the front page.” The point of that is, if 
you’re an editor of a newspaper in Dayton, Ohio, and you don’t have 
the resources to figure out what the news is, or you don’t want to 
think about it anyway, this tells you what the news is. These are the 
stories for the quarter-page that you are going to devote to some- 
thing other than local affairs or diverting your audience. These are 
the stories that you put there because that’s what the New York 
Times tells us is what you're supposed to care about tomorrow. If you 
are an editor of a local newspaper you pretty much have to do that, 
because you don’t have much else in the way of resources. If you get 
out of line and produce stories that the elite press doesn’t like, you’re 
likely to hear about it pretty soon. What happened recently at San 
Jose Mercury News (i.e. Gary Webb’s “Dark Alliance” series about 
CIA complicity in the drug trade) is a dramatic example of this. So 
there are a lot of ways in which power plays can drive you right back 
into line if you move out. If you try to break the mold, you’re not going 
to last long. That framework works pretty well, and it is understand- 
able that it is a reflection of obvious power structures. 


The real mass media are basically trying to divert people. “Let them 
do something else, but don’t bother us (us being the people who run 


the show). Let them get interested in professional sports, for exam- 
ple. Let everybody be crazed about professional sports or sex scan- 
dals or the personalities and their problems or something like that. 
Anything, as long as it isn’t serious. Of course, the serious stuff is for 
the big guys. ‘We’ take care of that.” 


What are the elite media, the agenda-setting ones? The New York 
Times and CBS, for example. Well, first of all, they are major, very 
profitable, corporations. 


Furthermore, most of them are either linked to, or outright owned by, 
much bigger corporations, like General Electric, Westinghouse, and 
so on. They are way up at the top of the power structure of the private 
economy, which is a tyrannical structure. Corporations are basically 
tyrannies, hierarchic, controlled from above. If you don't like what they 
are doing, you get out. The major media are part of that system. 


What about their institutional setting? Well, that’s more or less the 
same. What they interact with and relate to is other major power cen- 
ters: the government, 

other corporations, the 

universities. Because 

the media function in 

significant ways as a 

doctrinal system, they 

interact closely with the 

universities. Say you 

are a reporter writing a story on Southeast Asia or Africa, or some- 
thing like that. You’re supposed to go over to the university next door 
and find an expert who will tell you what to write, or else go to one of 
the foundations, like Brookings Institute or American Enterprise 
Institute. They will give you the preferred version of what is happen- 
ing. These outside institutions are very similar to the media. 


The universities, for example, are not independent institutions. There 
are independent people scattered around in them (and the sciences 
in particular couldn’t survive otherwise), but that is true of the media 
as well. And it’s generally true of corporations. It’s even true of fascist 
states, for that matter, to a certain extent. But the institution itself is 
parasitic. It’s dependent on outside sources of support, and those 
sources of support, such as private wealth, big corporations with 
grants, and the government (which is so closely interlinked with cor- 
porate power that you can barely distinguish them)—they are essen- 
tially the system that the universities are in the middle of. 


People within them, who don’t adjust 
to that structure, who don’t accept it 
and internalize it (you can’t really work 


with it unless you internalize it, and believe it)—people who don’t do 
that are likely to be weeded out along the way, starting from kinder- 
garten, all the way up. There are all sorts of filtering devices to get rid 
of people who are a pain in the neck and think independently. 


Those of you who have been through college know 

that the educational system is highly geared to 

rewarding conformity and obedience; if you don’t do 

that, you are a troublemaker. So, it is kind of a filter- 

ing device which ends up with people who really, 
honestly (they aren’t lying) internalize the framework of belief and 
attitudes of the surrounding power system in the society. The elite 
institutions like, say, Harvard and Princeton and the small upscale 
colleges, for example, are very much geared to socialization. If you 
go through a place like Harvard, a good deal of what goes on is a 
kind of socialization: teaching how to behave like a member of the 
upper classes, how to think the right thoughts, and so on. 


I’m sure you've read George Orwell’s Animal Farm, which he wrote 
in the mid-1940s. It was a satire on the Soviet Union, a totalitarian 
state. It was a big hit. Everybody loved it. Turns out he wrote an intro- 
duction to Animal Farm which wasn’t published. It only appeared 30 
years later. Someone found it in his papers. The introduction to 
Animal Farm was about “Literary Censorship in England,” and what 
it says is that obviously 
this book is ridiculing 
the Soviet Union and its 
totalitarian structure, 
but free England is not 
all that different. We 
don’t have the KGB on 
our neck, but the end 
result comes out pretty much the same. People who have independ- 
ent ideas or who think the wrong kind of thoughts are cut out. 


He talks a little, only two sentences, about the institutional struc- 
ture. He asks, why does this happen? Well, one, because the press 
is owned by wealthy men who only want certain things to reach the 
public. His second observation is that when you go through the elite 
education system, when you go through the proper schools 
(Oxford, and so on), you learn that there are certain things it’s not 
proper to say and there are certain thoughts that are not proper to 
have. That is the socialization role of elite institutions, and if you 
don’t adapt to that, you’re usually out. Those two sentences more 
or less tell the story. 


When you critique the media and you say, look, here is what 
Anthony Lewis or somebody else is writing, and you show that it 
happens to be distorted in a way that is highly supportive of power 
systems, they get very angry. They say, quite correctly, “Nobody 
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ever tells me what to write. | write anything | like. All this business 
about pressures and constraints is nonsense because lm never 
under any pressure.” Which is completely true, but the point is that 
they wouldn’t be there unless they had already demonstrated that 
nobody has to tell them what to write because they are going to 
keep to the rules. If they had started off at the Metro desk and had 
pursued the wrong kind of stories, they never would have made it to 
the positions where they can now say anything they like. 


The same is largely true of university faculty in the more ideological 
disciplines. They have been through the socialization system. Okay, 
you look at the structure of that whole system. What do you expect 
the news to be like? Well, it’s not very obscure. Take the New York 
Times. Its a corporation and sells a product. The product is audi- 
ences. They don’t make money when you buy the newspaper. They 
are happy to put it on the World Wide Web for free. They actually 
lose money when you buy the newspaper. The audience is the prod- 
uct. For the elite media, the product is privileged people, just like the 
people who are writing the newspapers, high-level decision-making 
people in society. Like other businesses, they sell their product to a 
market, and the market is, of course, advertisers (that is, other busi- 
nesses). Whether it is television or newspapers, or whatever else, 
they are selling audiences. Corporations sell audiences to other cor- 
porations. In the case of the elite media, it’s big businesses. 


Well, what do you expect to happen? What would you predict about 
the nature of the media product, given that set of circumstances? 
What would be the null hypothesis, the kind of conjecture that you’d 
make assuming nothing further? 


The obvious assumption is that the product of the media, what 
appears, what doesn’t appear, the way it is slanted, will reflect the 
interest of the buyers and sellers, the institutions, and the power 
systems that are around them. If that wouldn’t happen, it would be 
kind of a miracle. 


Okay, then comes the hard work. You ask, does it work the way 
you predict? 


Well, you can judge for yourselves. There’s lots of material on this 
obvious hypothesis, which has been subjected to the hardest tests 
anybody can think of, and still stands up remarkably well. You virtu- 
ally never find anything in the social sciences that so strongly sup- 
ports any conclusion, which is not a big surprise, because it would be 
miraculous if it didn’t hold up given the way the forces are operating. 


The next thing you discover is that this whole topic is completely 
taboo. If you go to the media department at the Kennedy School of 
Government or Stanford, or somewhere else, and you study jour- 
nalism and communications or academic political science, and so 
on, these questions are not likely to appear. That is, the hypothesis 
that anyone would come across without even knowing anything that 
is scarcely expressed, and the evidence bearing on it, scarcely dis- 
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cussed. There are some exceptions, as usual in a complex and 
somewhat chaotic world, but it is rather generally true. Well, you 
predict that, too. 


If you look at the institutional structure, you would say, yeah, sure, 
that’s likely to happen because why should these guys want to be 
exposed? Why should they allow critical analysis of what they are 
up to? The answer is, there is no reason why they should allow that 
and, in fact, they don’t. 


Again, it is not purposeful censorship. It is just that you don’t make it 
to those positions if you haven’t internalized the values and doc- 
trines. That includes what is called “the left” as well as the right. In 
fact, in mainstream discussion the New York Times has been called 
“the establishment left.” You’re unlikely to make it through to the top 
unless you have been adequately socialized and trained so that 
there are some thoughts you just don’t have, because if you did have 
them, you wouldn’t be there. So you have a second order of predic- 
tion which is that the first order of prediction is not allowed into the 
discussion—again, with a scattering of exceptions, important ones. 


The last thing to look at is the doctrinal framework in which this pro- 
ceeds. Do people at high levels in the information system, including 
the media and advertising and academic political science and so 
on, do these people have a picture of what ought to happen when 
they are writing for each other, not when they are making gradua- 
tion speeches? When you make a commencement speech, it’s 
pretty words and stuff. But when they are writing for one another, 
what do these people say? 


There are several categories to look at. One is the public relations 
industry, you know, the main business propaganda industry. So what 
are the leaders of the PR industry saying internally? Second place 
to look is at what are called public intellectuals, big thinkers, people 
who write the op-eds and that sort of thing. The people who write 
impressive books about the nature of democracy and that sort of 
business. What do they say? The third place to look is the academ- 
ic sector, particularly that part that has been concerned with com- 
munications and information, much of which has been a branch of 
political science for many years. 


So, look at these categories and see what leading figures write 
about these matters. The basic line (I’m partly quoting) is that the 
general population are “ignorant and meddlesome outsiders.” We 
have to keep them out of the public arena because they are too stu- 
pid, and if they get involved they will just make trouble. Their job is 
to be “spectators,” not “participants.” They are allowed to vote every 
once in a while, pick out one of us smart guys. But then they are 
supposed to go home and do something else like watch football or 
whatever it may be. But the “ignorant and meddlesome outsiders” 
have to be observers, not participants. The participants are what are 
called the “responsible men” and, of course, the writer is always one 
of them. You never ask the question, why am | a “responsible man” 


and somebody else, say Eugene Debs, is in jail? The answer is 
pretty obvious. It’s because you are obedient and subordinate to 
power and that other person may be independent, and so on. 


But you don’t ask, of course. So there are the smart guys who are 
supposed to run the show and the rest of them are supposed to be 
out, and we should not succumb to (I’m quoting from an academic 
article) “democratic dogmatisms about men being the best judges of 
their own interest.” They are not. They are terrible judges of their 
own interests so we have do it for them for their own benefit. 


Actually, it is very similar to Leninism. We do things for you, and we 
are doing it in the interest of everyone, and so on. | suspect that’s part 
of the reason why it’s been so easy historically for people to shift up 
and back from being sort of enthusiastic Stalinists to being big sup- 
porters of US power. People switch very quickly from one position to 
the other, and my suspicion is that it’s because basically it is the same 
position. You’re not making much of a switch. You’re just making a dif- 
ferent estimate of where power lies. One point you think it’s here, 
another point you think it’s there. You take the same position. 


How did all this evolve? It has an interesting history. A lot of it comes 
out of the first World War, which is a big turning point. It changed the 
position of the United States in the world considerably. In the eigh- 
teenth century the US was already the richest place in the world. 
The quality of life, health, and longevity was not achieved by the 
upper classes in Britain until the early twentieth century, let alone 
anybody else in the world. The US was extraordinarily wealthy, with 
huge advantages, and, by the end of the nineteenth century, it had 
by far the biggest economy in the world. But it was not a big player 
on the world scene. US power extended to the Caribbean Islands, 
parts of the Pacific, but not much farther. 


During the first World War, the relations changed. And they changed 
more dramatically during the second World War. After the second 
World War the US more or less took over the world. But after the first 
World War there was already a change, and the US shifted from being 
a debtor to a creditor nation. It wasn’t a huge actor in the internation- 
al arena, like Britain, but it became a substantial force in the world for 
the first time. That was one change, but there were other changes. 


The first World War was the first time that highly organized state 
propaganda institutions were developed. The British had a Ministry 
of Information, and they really needed it because they had to get 
the US into the war or else they were in bad trouble. The Ministry 
of Information was mainly geared to sending propaganda, including 
fabrications about “Hun” atrocities, and so on. They were targeting 
American intellectuals on the reasonable assumption that these are 


the people who are most gullible and most likely to believe propa- 
ganda. They are also the ones that disseminate it through their own 
system. So it was mostly geared to American intellectuals, and it 
worked very well. The British Ministry of Information documents (a 
lot have been released) show their goal was, as they put it, to con- 
trol the thought of the entire world—which was a minor goal—but 
mainly the US. They didn’t care much what people thought in India. 
This Ministry of Information was extremely successful in deluding 
leading American intellectuals, and was very proud of that. Properly 
so, it saved their lives. They would probably have lost the first 
World War otherwise. 


In the US there was a counterpart. Woodrow Wilson was elected in 
1916 on an anti-war platform. The US was a very pacifist country. It 
has always been. People don’t want to go fight foreign wars. The 
country was very much opposed to the first World War, and Wilson 
was, in fact, elected on an anti-war position. “Peace without victory” 
was the slogan. But he decided to go to war. So the question was, 
how do you get a pacifist population to become raving anti-German 
lunatics so they want to go kill all the Germans? That requires propa- 
ganda. So they set up the first and really only major state propagan- 
da agency in US history. The 
Committee on Public Information, it 
was called (nice Orwellian title); it was 
also called the Creel Commission. 
The guy who ran it was named Creel. 
The task of this commission was to propagandize the population into 
jingoist hysteria. It worked incredibly well. Within a few months the US 
was able to go to war. 


A lot of people were impressed by these achievements. One person 
impressed, and this had some implications for the future, was Hitler. 
He concluded, with some justification, that Germany lost the first 
World War because it lost the propaganda battle. They could not 
begin to compete with British and American propaganda, which 
absolutely overwhelmed them. He pledges that next time around 
they'll have their own propaganda system, which they did during the 
second World War. 


More important for us, the American business community was also 
very impressed with the propaganda effort. They had a problem at 
that time. The country was becoming formally more democratic. A lot 
more people were able to vote and that sort of thing. The country 
was becoming wealthier and more people could participate and a lot 
of new immigrants were coming in, and so on. So what do you do? 
It's going to be harder to run things as a private club. 


Therefore, obviously, you have to control what people think. There 
had been public relations specialists, but there was never a public 
relations industry. There was a guy hired to make Rockefeller’s 
image look prettier and that sort of thing. But the huge public rela- 
tions industry, which is a US invention and a monstrous industry, 
came out of the first World War. The leading figures were people in 
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the Creel Commission. In fact, the main one, Edward Bernays, 
comes right out of the Creel Commission. He has a book that came 
out a few years afterwards called Propaganda, which became kind 
of a manual for the rising Public Relations industry, in which he was 
a prominent figure. The term “propaganda,” incidentally, did not 
have negative connotations in those days. 


It was during the second World War that the term became taboo 
because it was connected with Germany and all those bad things. 
But in this period, the term “propaganda” just meant information or 
something like that. 


So he wrote a book called Propaganda in the late 1920s. He 
explains that he is applying the lessons of the first World War. The 
propaganda system of the first World War and this commission that 
he was part of showed, he says, that it is possible to “regiment the 
public mind every bit as much as an army regiments their bodies.” 
These new techniques of regimentation of minds, he said, had to be 
used by the “intelligent minorities” in order to make sure that the 
slobs stay on the right course. We can do it now because we have 
these new techniques. 


This was an important manual of the public relations industry. 
Bernays was a kind of guru. He was an authentic 
Roosevelt/Kennedy liberal. He also engineered the public relations 
effort behind the US-backed coup which overthrew the democratic 
government of Guatemala. 


His major coup, the one that really propelled him into fame in the 
late 1920s, was getting women to smoke. Women didn’t smoke in 
those days, and he ran huge campaigns for Chesterfield. You know 
all the techniques—models and movie stars with cigarettes coming 
out of their mouths, symbolizing the free, liberated modern woman. 
He got enormous praise for that. So he became a leading figure of 
the industry, and his book 

was an important manual. 


Another member of the 

Creel Commission was 

Walter Lippmann, the most respected figure in American journalism 
for about half a century (I mean serious American journalism, seri- 
ous think pieces). He also wrote what are called progressive essays 
on democracy, regarded as progressive back in the 1920s. He was, 
again, applying the lessons of propaganda very explicitly. He says 
there is a new art in democracy called “manufacture of consent.” 
That is his phrase. Edward Herman and | borrowed it for our book, 
but it comes from Lippmann. So, he says, there is this new art in the 
practice of democracy, “manufacture of consent.” By manufacturing 
consent, you can overcome the fact that formally a lot of people 
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have the right to vote. We can make it irrelevant because we can 
manufacture consent and make sure that their choices and attitudes 
will be structured in such a way that they will do what we tell them, 
even if they have a formal way to participate. So we’ll have a real 
democracy. It will work properly. That's applying the lessons of the 
propaganda agency. 


Academic social 
science and politi- 
cal science come 
out of the same 
kind of thinking. One of the founders of the field of communications 
in academic political science is Harold Lasswell. One of his first 
achievements was a study of propaganda. Writing in an 
Encyclopedia of Social Science he says, very frankly, the things | was 
quoting before about not succumbing to “democratic dogmatisms.” 
That comes from academic political science (Lasswell and others). 


Again, drawing the lessons from the war-time experience, political 
parties drew the same lessons, especially the conservative party in 
England. Their documents from the period, just being released, show 
they also recognized the achievements of the British Ministry of 
Information. They recognized that the country was getting more 
democratized and it wouldn’t be a private men’s club. So the conclu- 
sion was, as they put it, politics has to become political warfare, apply- 
ing the mechanisms of propaganda that worked so brilliantly during 
the first World War towards controlling people’s thoughts. That’s the 
doctrinal side, and it coincides with the institutional structure. 


It strengthens the predictions about the way the thing should work. 
And the predictions are well confirmed. But these conclusions, also, 
are not supposed to be discussed. This is all now part of mainstream 
literature, but it is only for people on the inside. When you go to col- 
lege, you don’t read the classics about how to control people’s minds. 


Just like you don’t read what James Madison said during the consti- 
tutional convention about how the main goal of the new system has 
to be “to protect the minority 
of the opulent against the 
majority,” and has to be 
designed so that it achieves 
that end. This is the found- 
ing of the constitutional system, but it is scarcely studied. You can’t 
even find it in the academic scholarship unless you look hard. 


That is roughly the picture, as | see it, of the way the system is insti- 
tutionally, the doctrines that lie behind it, the way it comes out. There 
is another part directed to the “ignorant and meddlesome outsiders.” 
That is mainly using diversion of one kind or another. From that, | 
think, you can predict what you would expect to find. 
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The Covert News Network 


As one can imagine, the history of the US intelligence community’s 
relationship to the news media is a long and sordid one. In the halls 
of the CIA’s headquarters in Langley, the corridors of the Pentagon, 
and the sub-basement strongholds of the National Security Agency, 
a war of deception is the raison d'etre, since the existence of valu- 
able information doesn’t depend on whether a war is hot, cold, or 
even declared. “National Security,” in one guise or another, has been 
used as a cover and excuse for both legitimate intelligence-gathering 
operations, as well as countless instances of meddling in the internal 
affairs of sovereign nations and of sovereign citizens at home. 


Machiavelli is alive and well in the intel world. In this climate, the end 
always justifies the means, and ideas like democracy, due process, 
accountability, and the US Constitution are just recent annoyances 
in the ancient war of propaganda. Although the last few years and 
the two generations after the Vietnam war have seen an exponen- 
tial growth in mistrust of the government, the spin doctors and out- 
right liars who serve as mouthpieces of the covert community plod 
along. Over 50 years of practice has made them good at their jobs, 
and they have been able to adapt well to the times. Mention the 
Branch Davidians in mixed company to see how well the “just a 
bunch of wackos who deserved what they got” idea has spread. 


In April 1967, not even four years after the JFK assassination, the 
CIA had sent out a memo to their media assets advising them on 
how to counter any criticism of the magic bullet theory and atten- 
dant conspiracy rumors. Headquarters sagely advised that the 
best methods to attack wacky conspiracy theories were through 
news features and book reviews. These published pieces would 
suggest that anyone who questioned the Warren Report was 
“financially interested,” or, “hasty and inaccurate in their research,” 
and that, “No new evidence has emerged.” This sort of thing 
sounds oddly familiar, especially if you’ve read Gerald Posner’s 
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defense of the official line, Case Closed. Perhaps this is because 
the public has been handed so much info-dung for so long that we 
don't realize the reality that has been manufactured for us over the 
last 50 years. 


JFK, for his part, had a lot of buddies in the press corps, and when 
wind of the Bay of Pigs invasion reached the staff of the liberal 
mouthpiece New Republic, its editor, Gilbert Harrison, went to his 
friend Jack Kennedy to ask permission to publish the scoop. He was 
well aware of the security risks associated with doing so, and 
Kennedy asked him to scrap the story, which he did. The New York 
Times, long a CIA asset through the cooperation of its publishers 
like Arthur Hays Sulzberger, was also convinced to severely alter the 
story from a front-page, four-column banner headliner to a single 
column that mentioned neither the CIA nor an “imminent” invasion. 
Kennedy was not, however, a hard-liner on all sensitive operations 
issues. About a month after this most visible of clandestine policy 
failures, the President was holding another meeting urging top news 
editors not to report on security issues, but told a Times staffer: “If 
you had printed more about the [Bay of Pigs] operation, you would 
have saved us from a colossal mistake.” It is not surprising that 
Kennedy valued a free press as essential to a functioning democra- 
cy. Maybe he felt a little better after he branded Allen Dulles the fall 
guy and fired him for screwing things up. 


Dulles was the spymaster extraordinaire who had run the ClAwith an 
iron fist for almost ten years. His experience in covert operations 
stretched back to at least World War II when he was the Office of 
Strategic Services station chief in Switzerland. The OSS was the 
breeding ground for many future movers and shakers in the CIA. 
After the war, the Machiavellian spirit took over the OSS as the 
organization arranged for the wholesale US importation of and legal 
immunity for hundreds of German scientists under Project Paperclip. 


With the end of the war came the beginnings of the Central 
Intelligence Agency. After his appointment as director in 1952, Dulles 
occasionally contributed articles to the pages of the staid Reader’s 
Digest. The Digest was such an arm of conservatism and fascist sen- 
timent that in 1942 it was cited by Nazi propaganda minister Joseph 
“The bigger the lie, the 
more it will be believed” 
Goebbels as a “voice in 
the wilderness” urging 
the US to stay out of 
the growing European 
conflict. During the war, 
Hitler’s 805th Tank Destroyer battalion shot canisters full of reprints 
from Reader's Digestat advancing American troops as a form of low- 
tech psychological warfare. The Digest maintains well-staffed offices 
in Hong Kong and, before Castro, had another branch in Havana. 
The owners once distributed American flag stickers to all employees. 


Dulles recruited OSS alum Edward Hunt to run a worldwide program 
of pro-capitalist, pro-American propaganda that would eventually be 
code-named “MOCKINGBIRD.” Hunt conceived the program as 
mind control on the largest scale ever. This project contained the 
seeds of the “Propaganda Assets Inventory,” as it later became 
known within the Agency. This department’s influence became so 
great that the CIA’s first Covert Action Chief, Frank Wisner, egoma- 
niacally christened it “Wisner’s Wurlitzer,” boasting that the Agency 
was able to play and sway public opinion anywhere in the world. 


One of MOCKINGBIRD’s most extensive projects was directed 
through a front called the Congress for Cultural Freedom. The CCF, 
founded in 1950, funneled millions of dollars to US- and CIA-friend- 
ly publications in Britain, South Africa, and Latin America, among 
others. One magazine, Encounter, was so successful that it put 
most of its competition out of business. This is not surprising, since 
the competition didn’t have Uncle Sam’s largesse to fall back on 
when advertising or subscriptions dwindled. Encounter steamrolled 
over the intellectual life of English-speaking Europeans for 32 years 
until its dirty secret was discovered by a reporter for The Observer 
newspaper of London, who called the situation a “literary Bay of 
Pigs.” Many reporters and editors working during the Cold War were 
generally cowed by Red Scare propaganda anyway, which made 
Dulles and Hunt's job easier. 


In Finland, CIA asset Clay Felker edited a publication called The 
Helsinki Youth News. This ostensibly radical, socialist rag attempted 


to bend the minds of impressionable young leftists toward the cool 
and benevolent US government. Felker’s assistant was none other 
than former Playboy piece of bunnytail Gloria Steinem. After this field 
training, she returned to the US to found the supposed bastion 
of modern feminism: Ms. magazine. When publisher Random 
House was about 
to release a book 
authored by a fem- 
inist group called 
the Redstockings, 
charging Felker 
and Steinem with 
co-opting the women’s movement and steering it on an elitist course, 
while neutralizing its radical aspects, the two ClAassets—as well as 
Washington Posteditor Katherine Graham—protested, and Random 
caved, deleting the segment from the book. Graham also held a large 
financial interest in Ms. Graham’s late husband Philip had been a 
tested and true friend of the CIA within the pages of the Post. 


In a 1977 Rolling Stone article, Watergate muckraker Carl 
Bernstein uncovered a list of over 400 reporters and a coterie of 
publishers and media moguls who had basically been rubber- 
stamping ClApropaganda since the 1950s. The group included Life 
and Time magazines’ Henry Luce (the same Life magazine that 
published out-of-sequence stills from the Zapruder film), CBS’s 
William Paley, and the aforementioned Arthur Sulzberger, as well 
as James Copley of Copley News Service, which owned and sup- 
plied reportage to a coven of newspapers like the San Diego Union 
and five major dailies in the Chicago metro- 
politan area. Bernstein said “at least 23” 
reporters and editors with Copley were cer- 
tifiably on the CIA’s payroll. 


Bernstein interviewed one anonymous 

Agency official who told him: “One journalist 

is worth 20 agents.” At least one instance of 
intentional rubber-stamping at the New York Times was uncovered by 
Bernstein: Sulzberger’s nephew, C.L. Sulzberger, apparently put his 
byline on an Agency briefing document and submitted it as one of his 
daily columns. In The CIA and the Cult of Intelligence, authors Victor 
Marchetti and John Marks described the kowtowing of syndicated 
columnist Charles Bartlett. In 1970, in the midst of the CIA’s campaign 
to undermine the election of Chilean leftist Carlos Allende, Bartlett 
received an internal memo from the International Telephone & 
Telegraph Corporation (ITT) which described efforts “to move in the 
name of President Nixon...[with] maximum authority to do all possi- 
ble...to keep Allende from taking power.” The American military had 
pledged its “material and financial assistance,” and ITT, for its part, 
had also promised to forward the funds needed to carry out the oper- 
ation, which would protect ITT’s interests in Chile. Bartlett, instead of 
breaking the story and launching an investigation, later admitted to 
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basing his entire column 

of September 28, 1970, 

on the ITTmemo, “to the 

point of paraphrase.” 

He apparently never 

checked out the information with any other independent source before 
blindly shoveling a heap of bullshit onto his readers. 


The CIA debriefed foreign news correspondents as they returned, 
gathering information on diverse ephemera such as railroad and air- 
port traffic, the number of smokestacks on factories, and the personal- 
ities of dignitaries and heads of state. In a silent war, every little bit 
counts. After Bernstein’s article was published, the ClAunder its direc- 
tor, George Herbert Walker Bush, moved quickly to counter the accu- 
sations of the congressionally-appointed Church Committee, 
stonewalling investigators while promising not to jack around with the 
media in the future. Bush also later said, “Read my lips: No new taxes.” 


Once in a while, the hands of other intelligence organizations are 
caught up Miss Liberty’s dress, too. When George Bush became 
president, he pushed the cover-up program into high gear by draft- 
ing a set of press-relations rules for the Department of Defense and 
its contractor-bitches. The National Industrial Security Program 
Operating Manual contained a supplement especially designed to 
handle nosy questions about “black” projects: operations so secret 
that they don’t even appear on any official government budgets. The 
document, stamped “DRAFT,” is dated May 29, 1992, and states: 


Cover stories may be established for unac- 
knowledged programs in order to protect the 
integrity of the program from individuals who do 
not have a need to know. Cover stories must be 
believable and cannot reveal any information 
regarding the true nature of the contract. Cover 
stories for Special Access Programs must have 
the approval of the PSO (Program Security 
Officer) prior to dissemination. 


In an article entitled “Lying by the Book,” reporter John Horgan 
quotes Pentagon spokesperson Sue Hansen’s reply to his question 
about this document: “Whoever sent it to you was unauthorized,” 
and the document was an unapproved draft version that did not 
“represent the policy of the federal government.” Horgan was moved 
to ask if this reply itself represented a cover story. 


During the Kosovo conflict, the Cable News Network (CNN) hired 
five staffers it referred to as “interns.” These interns were working for 
no pay to learn the intricacies of the daily operations of CNN, pre- 
sumably to be put to use in their later career paths. The problem is 
that they had already settled into another career: They were employ- 
ees of US Army Intelligence. Liberal bastion radio network National 
Public Radio (NPR) also admitted to hiring interns from Army Intel 
during the same time period. 
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The CNN debacle was uncovered by a Dutch newspaper, Trouw. A 
spokesman from the US Army was quoted: “Psyops personnel, sol- 
diers and officers, have been working in CNN’s headquarters in 
Atlanta through our program ‘Training with Industry.” Major Thomas 
Collins of the US Army Information Service continued: “They worked 
as regular employees of CNN. Conceivably, they would have 
worked on stories during the Kosovo war. They helped in the pro- 
duction of news.” The military CNN-personnel belonged to the 
Fourth Psychological Operations Group, stationed at Fort Bragg, 
North Carolina. One of the main tasks of this group of almost 1200 
soldiers and officers is to spread “selected information.” When CNN 
found out about the Dutch newspaper story and a later commentary 
on the episode by columnist Alexander Cockburn, they dropped the 
program like a hot potato. Perhaps taking a cue from the Security 
Program Operating Manual, Susan Binford, the head of CNN public 
relations, later said: “Is the whole thing embarrassing? Yes. Did it 
compromise us journalistically? No.” What else could she say? 


The author of the original story, Abe DeVries, also reported on a mil- 
itary symposium on Special Operations that was held behind closed 
doors in Arlington, Virginia, in February, 1999. A Colonel Christopher 
St. John said that the cooperation with CNN was a textbook exam- 
ple of the kind of ties the American Army wants to have with the 
media. Not only do the psychological operations people want to 
spread hand-picked “information” and keep other news quiet, the 
Army also wants to control the Internet, to wage electronic warfare 
against disobedient media, and to control commercial satellites. 


Many sources point to a “major media asset” anchor-level news per- 
sonality who has been a long-time cooperative member of the CIA’s 
stable. Although no one mentions the asset by name, author Alex 
Constantine writes that Walter Cronkite said, in an unreferenced 
quote, “My lips have been kind of buttoned for almost 20 years.” 
Herein may lie the plight of the journalist who at least attempts to 
remain objective on sensitive security issues, and still keep his job. 


Despite these leaked revelations and a steady stream of minor 
scandals, the Agency keeps up its never-ending battle against truth, 
justice, and the American Way. Dated “20 December, 1991,” an 
internal memo from the “Task Force on Greater CI[AOpenness” was 
leaked (or retrieved through an FOIA request—accounts vary) soon 
after its completion. The report was in response to a request by then- 
CIA Director Robert Gates for a “Task Force” on suggestions for mak- 
ing the Agency appear more cuddly and user-friendly to the general 
population. Christic Institute lawyer Daniel Sheehan has a copy of the 
document and cryptically refers to it in interviews. UFO researcher 
Robert Dean brought it up in a press conference in Roswell during the 
fiftieth anniversary festivities. One of the humorous (?) aspects of this 


document is that a memo on “greater openness’ was classified and 
clamped down upon by CIA censors when they realized what had 
happened. Perhaps an employee at the Public Affairs Office (PAO) 
was canned for it, or handed a transfer to Tierra del Fuego. 


The text reveals both a self-congratulatory smugness and a para- 
doxical desire to evolve the image of the ClAas a “visible and under- 
standable” organization. There was obviously a sense that the 
American public has just about had it with an agency that seems to 
serve no important purpose in a post-Cold War world. 


Reacting to this in an early attempt at spin control, rather than out- 
right stonewalling or lying, the Task Force recommended some 
changes in the methods that the PAO utilizes to deal with their infor- 


mation conduits (news media, academia, and private sector busi- 
ness). Throughout the document, the Task Force members revealed 
that they wanted it both ways, as evidenced by this statement: 
“[T]here was substantial agreement that we generally need to make 
the institution and the process more visible and understandable 
rather than strive for openness on specific substantive issues.” 
Viewed in this light, the study recommended no real change in atti- 
tude, only in the way that the Agency presents itself to a hostile or 
at least an indifferent public. 


Particularly revealing is a passage that describes CIA“contacts with 
every major wire service, newspaper, news weekly, and television 
network in the nation.” The memo author goes on to boast that the 
PAO has been able to change or even scrap stories that were not to 
the Agency’s liking. They had also apparently been able to “turn 
‘intelligence failure’ stories into ‘intelligence success stories” more 
than once. This appears to indicate that the CIA still controls a por- 
tion of the news media through a “carrot-and-stick” relationship with 
reporters, who boast of their “secret sources” and secretly fear the 
loss of same if they happen to piss off “Mr. Deep Throat.” The doc- 
ument also mentions Oliver Stone’s JFK by name and reveals that 
the CIA knew “for some time” that this film was in the works, which 
may merely indicate that some CIA staffers read Variety and The 
Hollywood Reporter. 


The best way to affect opinion is to make the public and policy- 
makers believe that their conclusions were reached by a fair and bal- 
anced judgment of facts. If the “facts” are controlled, the ham-handed 
coercion practiced in other areas of the world that is feared in a free 
society never rears its head. The effectiveness of a free press is cas- 
trated when the press is compromised, and psychological warfare 
specialists will always exploit this fact. The ClAlong ago overstepped 
its boundaries as envisioned by Harry Truman, who created the 


organization by executive order in 1947. The Agency became unsat- 
isfied with merely gathering information, and has obscenely enlarged 
a loophole in their charter to wage almost continuous covert war for 
over 50 years. Our friend Sun Tzu said: “When one treats people with 
benevolence, justice, and righteousness, and reposes confidence in 
them, the army will be united in mind and will be happy to serve their 
leaders.” (Emphasis added.) This time-honored wisdom that allowed 
a civilization to flourish for over 2,000 years seems to have been for- 
gotten in a country that hasn’t passed its third century, and may not 
see that birthday intact if democracy is continually subverted by a 
cabal of black-suited control freaks. 
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R. A. Lafferty: Effective Arcanum 
By Don Webb© 


Take the wordies 
from hind brain 

tell of weirdies 

in a great word-rain 
--Grimorie of Aloys 


Blurbers (those who blurb) say two contradictory things about the work of R. A. Lafferty. Often both 
poles will appear in the same blurb; blurbers do not aim for consistency, but instead for creating a mood 
that will induce the sensory-overloaded reader to purchase the book. The first remark is how familiar 
Lafferty's work is—he is either compared to Twain (or some likewise wholesomely American figure) or 
to the folktale, ghost tale, or talltale. The opposite pole stresses the uniqueness of his work—unique, 
quirky, one-of-a-kind. It would seem that either the blurbers have indeed read the work, and are hard 
put to find words to explain the effect of Lafferty's prose on their psyches, or they are merely quoting 
other blurbers. 


I wish to argue that Lafferty deliberately creates the mythic effect through a technique I call effective 
arcanum, and that rather than examining his work with the conventional tools of science fiction 
criticism, we need to examine his system—firstly for our pleasure, and secondly so that we may re- 
create it (because the sign of an authentic religo-magical system is the power of the followers to 
reproduce the results). It may seem strange to think of Lafferty's writing in terms of religious 
phenomena, but if you consider the devotion that the small press world has shown, you'll begin to see 
what I mean. Behold, now I speak prophetically: with Lafferty gone there will be (unfortunately) a lot 


of bad Lafferty pastiche—not because of the commercial viability of such writing (Lafferty being one 
of the least commercial writers we have) but because of the desire of the writer to re-create the effects 
of Lafferty's writing on his or her psyche. 


In this (and a few other ways as well) Lafferty is very similar to H. P. Lovecraft. Let us examine six 
ways (there are nine, but three must remain hidden for I use them myself and don't want to give away 
any of my tricks just yet) in which Lafferty's fiction creates the Unknown rather then the Known, and 
then let us give some consideration to the strengths and weaknesses of the method (and its reception 
and lack thereof in the world of Science Fiction and fantasy). Hopefully some later, more qualified 
writer than I will begin the task of putting Lafferty into the bookshelf of literature, where he belongs. 
By the way, each of these points can be expanded into a dissertation—and no doubt will be in the 
fullness of time. 


1. Lafferty uses textual devices to estrange the reader in a hypothetical time before the beginning of the 
narrative. He comments on the method himself in one of his created texts: 


" Atrox Fabulinus, the Roman Rabelais, once broke off the account of his hero 
Raphaelus in the act of opening a giant goose egg to fry it in an iron skillet of six 
yards' span. Fabulinus interrupted the action with these words: "Here it becomes 
necessary to recount to you the history of the world up to this point." 


"After Fabulinus had given the history of the world up to that point, he took up 
the action of Raphaelus once more. It happened that the giant goose egg contained 
a nubile young girl. This revelation would have been startling to a reader who had 
not just read the history of the world up to that point: which history, being 
Fabulinian in its treatment, prepared him for the event.' 

THE FALL OF ROME, Auctore." 


(From East of Laughter.) By creating a text of seeming antiquity, the defamiliarization of the world is 
seen as something that already happened before the narrative. The story doesn't have to explain the 
strange state of affairs it begins with or ends with. This runs counter to the paradigms of Science 
Fiction, in which texts which are cited are real (or presumed to deal with the hard factual world), and 
provide a springboard for the Man With A Plan to demonstrate his cleverness based on the facts of the 
matter. Likewise it violates the paradigms of horror (our everyday world with one intrusion or anomaly 
which can be isolated or at least explained), and of fantasy (another world with its own consistent laws). 
Lafferty uses created texts, either created out of whole cloth—such as the frequently-cited The Back- 
Door of History by Arpud Arutinov or The Fall of Rome, an actually published Lafferty book ("auctore" 
simply being Latin for "by the author")—or partial cloth, wherein Laffertyisms are attributed to the 
Psalms, or reference made to Aristotle's Beard in Essential and Beard in Existential. These are 
legitimated by the actual quotations from actual people mixed into the stream. Therefore reality is 
carefully displaced, sometime somewhere before either writer or reader has anything to do about it. 
This is an extremely effective modification of the fairy tale formula of in illo tempore. But instead of 
the "Once upon a time," where we know what the different laws are—Lafferty just convinces us that the 
laws are different. 


2. Lafferty makes use of dead language words to play upon our collective unconscious. Mainly 
Hellenisms work their unconscious magic upon us; although like Joyce he combines his Greek with Irish 
—note the Puca in The Reefs of Earth. Consider the following examples. In My Heart Leaps Up, 
Lafferty's "autobiography" from Chris Drumm, the lead character is named Helen Anastasis. We may 
sense the rightness of the name, but unless we know Greek, we don't realize Anastasis = against 
inertness. Likewise, in "Continued on the Next Rock" the hero's name of Anteros = "One who loves in 
return" sadly sums the hero's love and the girl's obstinacy (which are seen as a mechanism of their 
reincarnations—reminding one of the strangely Greek-named heroes of the Mummy films—Kharis, 
whose name means "gift," and Anake, whose name means "necessity"). Lafferty's use of Greek, Latin, 
Irish, and Hebrew tags is not merely demonstration of his vast erudition. It is a technique used by 
magicians for centuries to give their spells potency. Whereas he directs most of his narrative at our 
conscious—using simple daytime language—he also directs the same tale at our unconscious achieving 
a form of meta-communication. This is one of the most subtle forms of displacement. We feel early on 
in the Lafferty story that more is going on then we know, and at the end of the story that more has gone 
on than we can know. The use of foreign tags and the use of rhythm discussed below are good tools in 
displacing the narrative. 


3. Lafferty plays upon our subconscious in another way—the use of rhythm. Yevgeny Zamyatin 
developed the concept of a "prose foot" as a way of internal pacing of fiction. He saw it as a kind of 
rhythmic device that by causing the reader to remember an earlier part of the narrative became a force 
for a choral (as in pertaining to choruses) cohesion that bound the story together in a different way than 
plot mechanics. This method, which I can't detect in Zamyatin's works (since Russian is Greek to me), 
is the core of Lafferty's work. He has invented the postmodern equivalent of the Homeric epithet. Now 
that I've told you what the magician's about to do, see if you can catch the trick the next time. Oops, 
went past you! A couple of examples will suffice. In the short story "The Transcendent Tigers," the 
device of a rhyming couplet to destroy a city of the world is used throughout the story. We become so 
in rhythm with the words that Lafferty doesn't have to provide the name of the city when the last half of 
a couplet ends the story—"Knife and Fork—and the reader provides "New York" thus having his own 
imagination and language complete the terrifying little tale. Likewise, rhyming nonsense is the way a 
character may enter the world of the Shelni in "Ride a Tin Can"—perhaps more significantly, the 
understanding of the nonsense can turn you into a Shelni. 


4. Lafferty uses the image of the wonder child to evoke a past that never was. This is the emotional 
equivalent to the intellectual process mentioned in #1. Unlike Bradbury, who invokes some kind of 
Norman Rockwell past by visual detail, Lafferty invokes the very rapid sense of childhood as we 
remember it. His heroes in "Lord Torpedo, Lord Gyroscope," Karl Riproar and Emily Vortex, are 
typical Lafferty wonder kids who do everything very very fast. His children as well as his hard-drinking 
young men move in a world that has been condensed by memory, and so we match with our own 
perceived fast and fleeting moments of childhood. Otherwise his children possess special powers, 
which, unlike the typical mutant of SF or demon-possessed horror kiddo, are never explained. These 
powers can be anything from the ability to make things disappear, in "Seven Day Terror," to—perhaps 
the greatest Lafferty trick of all—remaining perpetually four years old. This is a wonderful assertion of 
the fictive impulse—instead of appealing to our memories, he appeals to the type of story we told each 
other at that age and combines that appeal with the nostalgia we have for our youths. A careful blend, 
there; we read and feel nostalgic for realities that never were. And if we feel nostalgic for realities that 
weren't—we are displaced before the narrative happens. 


5. Lafferty denies the uniqueness of the spectacular events, and by so doing once again displaces 
reality. The most outrageous situations are either ignored (as "In our Block," wherein the presence of a 
group of beings who can make anything instantly and in any quantity—a favorite Lafferty motif—is 
simply explained away as there are lots of odd people in the world), or a figure shows up claiming to 
have previously done the deed, but in a different way. The latter role is usually filled by Willy McGilly. 
In "Seven Day Terror," he marvels that current kids use a beer can to make a disappearer, when he had 
used an oatmeal tube. In "Thus we Frustrate Charlemagne," he points out that all he needed to kill 
historical figures was a dart, rather than huge computer. And so forth. By denying the uniqueness of a 
spectacular event, Lafferty simultaneously accomplishes three things. One, he postulates that the world 
(at leas this fictional world) is actually much, much stranger than our own. It is not only broad enough 
for the strange event—it is broad enough to hold the laws which permit the strange event. Two, he 
postulates that, in general, people's memory of wonder is so poor that they generally have forgotten the 
true marvels of the age. The truly successful people in Lafferty's works—the true geniuses and 
tibermenschen—are Those Who Remember the wonder of the world, such as Willy McGilly. Three, he 
once again dislocates reality before the narrative starts. The reader is not presented with a world that he 
or she knows with one anomaly to puzzle out; the reader is presented with a world that he or she has 
never known. Or, to create a more dreamy distancing effect—a world that he or she has forgotten. 
Which leads us to: 


6. Lafferty uses the feeling of estrangement, of "I think I've forgotten something," as a mood to displace 
the narrative. We've all had those haunted days when we felt that we should've known something more 
than we knew. Lafferty often invokes that mood as the voice of a tale. Although not the only writer to 
do this—Robert Pinget comes to mind—Lafferty is certainly the only popular English writer who pulls 
off this particular trick. Two examples come quickly to mind. In "Thus We Frustrate Charlemagne," the 
history changers at the Institute for Impure Science decide to change history, but they will have an 
objective reference to the world before the change, so they can see if their attempt worked. Of course— 
following a long established tradition in Science Fiction—the change changes their memories and their 
external object. Now this is more than commonly interesting, because the Institute for Impure Science 
is here doing to itself what Lafferty does for his readers—changing the rules at some time before the 
action begins (this is one of the many uses of self-reference which haunt Lafferty's work). A second 
example would be "What's the Name of that Town?", in which Epikt (note the wonderful Hellenism: 
Epiktistes means "The Equitable One," a great name for a calculating device that takes all elements 


(Stoichae) equally) sorts his facts to discover that something must be missing. The missing thing is 
Chicago, and when Epikt pronounces the hidden name, no memory results. Here's a primary Lafferty 
formula. Even when all the facts point to the mysterious nature of the matter, people simply can't 
remember the mysterious (except the Epiktistes—who as his name implies takes all facts equally, from 
padding in Hungarian dictionaries to Little Willy jokes about blood and chewing gum—and the most 
inspired genius of the day, Gregory Smirnov, who has tingles of memory). There is a Platonic theme in 
much of Lafferty's work: the world would no longer seem so dreary if we could only remember it. He 
even points out the two methods suitable to induce memory: the precision of Epiktistes, which he 
himself shows in researching and coining such names; and the inspiration of Smirnov, which Lafferty 
shows doubly strongly. 


There are two benefits and two drawbacks to Lafferty's use of techniques of estrangement. The first 
drawback is that since his work doesn't fit the paradigms of Science Fiction, Fantasy, or Horror writing, 
the publishing world approaches it with great reluctance. I have never seen a second edition of any of 
his works, very few have made it into hardback, and, with the decline of the short story as a commercial 
medium, his work more and more has become the province of the small press. The radical openness of 
his texts, which, although they may offer a solution to the particular situation, leave that world more 
open by suggesting that such have happened before and will happen again, have clearly prompted 
editors to request new endings of several stories. Pick up any collection of Lafferty's shorter works and 
look at the ends of the stories. Note how many of them have the four or five paragraph ending (in 
another voice) that in a humorous and off hand fashion undercut the narrative. The lack of satisfactory 
endings reflects the need to comply with genre restrictions. 


The second drawback is that since Lafferty's use of structure and displacement techniques place him 
outside of the paradigms of science fiction, and his venues place him outside the scope of academic 
criticism, very little is said about his work. Although we live in an epoch where the bold academic 
adventurer is like to go into the Venusian swamplands of SF, such academic probes are looking for SF 
in its pure state and will regard sports (particularly those infused with humor) as anathema. Those 
individuals looking from within the SF world may lack, or simply disdain, the linguistic and critical 
skills needed to begin to reveal that in Lafferty's work there is much more going on than meets the eye. 
The brave individuals who have attempted to do so have either merely produced fulsome praise or 
attempted to classify Lafferty's writings on the basis of superficialities (i.e., calling him a surrealist). 
Lafferty's use of displacement is not unique, but so few writers have consciously attempted the process, 
and their works are so varied, that there are no unifying articles, no language for the critic with a day 
job to draw on. Some bright lad or lass (with the appropriate dignifying letters following their names) 
may read this and look for the method of displacement in H.P. Lovecraft, James Joyce, Robert Pinget, 
Gilbert Sorrentino, Flann O'Brien, R. A. Lafferty, Howard Waldrop, and R.A. Wilson. Now there's a 
book worth reading. The astute observer will note that all the names on the list are Irish, saving those 
which are not. 


The first benefit is the sheer memorability of R. A. Lafferty stories. The techniques of displacement, 
which work well on the shorter work, tend to over-weary the reader trying to hold it all in the longer 
pieces. However, any of the shorter pieces, once read, can be recalled because the effect that his work 
has on the psyche is ongoing. We may think of some classic SF tale such as Asimov's robot stories and 
use it to illustrate a point, but people recalling Lafferty tales do so with wonder. As an experiment, try 
to start telling any Lafferty story you know to anyone who has read any SF at all. Notice how early on 
they say, "I read that. It was neat." This is markedly different from the purely nostalgic reaction we 
have to E. R. Burroughs or Bradbury. I deem Lafferty's stories effective arcanum, since they clearly 
continue to work the soul once read. 


The second benefit that Lafferty's stories have is that they give the rest of us something to shoot for. 
Over my writing desk I keep a copy of the Russian critic Victor Shlovsky's remark, "The technique of 
art is to make objects ‘unfamiliar,’ to make forms difficult. To increase the difficulty and length of 
perception is an aesthetic end in itself and must be prolonged. Art is a way of experiencing the 
artfulness of an object, the object itself is not important." Shlovsky wasn't writing about Lafferty, but I 
doubt if few writers could so clearly be an example of art as Shlovsky defines it. 


tant 2 eT 


Grey Lodge Occult Review 


Milieux de memoire will be replaced by lieux de memoire - concrete 
memorial settings will give way to memorial sites, thereby opening up 
the way for "pastiche", "fiction" and "genuine fake" in well-known 
postmodern spirit. Memory is life, while history is the construction of 
something that no longer exists, a representative of something that has 
been. These lieux de memoire may be memorial temples such as archives 
and museums or ancient monuments such as grave mounds, church ruins 
or other buildings. They are exposed to the most impersonal and abstract 
interpretations, but at the same time they are simple and directly 
accessible to the senses - "moments of history torn away from the 
movement of history, then returned; no longer quite life, not yet death, 
like shells on the shore when the sea of living memory has receded". 
(Nora, P. (1989) Between Memory and History: Les lieux de mémoire. 
Representations 26 spring 1989.) 
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Introduction 


Theme cities or theme landscapes are popping up throughout the world at an ever increasing speed. 
Almost without exception, they are geared towards tourism and based on historic themes. In the mid 
1990s, Visby underwent a well-marked "Medieval grooming", in conjunction with an application to be 
included on UNESCO's World Heritage List. While attempting to create something in common — a 
collective memory — the theme is lifted out of the dynamic cultural process. The cultural heritage is 
relegated to some kind of eternal peep-show while it simultaneously becomes the magic solution to a 
problem of identity, which hopefully will create sufficient "attention". 


The Scene 


By means of a continuous process of change towards a more and more globalised world, our 
surrounding world can be seen to be growing, whilst the nation as the cultural bearer of our collective 
memory is diminishing in significance. Former boundaries alter, former states disappear and new ones 
are formed. It is common today to describe surroundings as less and less spatial, or that space as a 
dimension is losing its position. Political scientist Jean-Marie Guehenno is in many ways a typical 
representative of this outlook. He writes "Everything changes when human activity is liberated from the 
barriers of space, when people's and capital's mobility blasts geographical barriers. The spatial 
solidarity of the spirit of community determined by territory disappears (...) Space has ceased to be the 
decisive criteria (Hylland Eriksen, T. 1996 s. 75). There is much that would indicate the contrary, that 
when we become increasingly global in one way, regions and local communities become more 
important. The place or space does not lose its position; we just alter our scales. The scale is always 
important, but can of course change from one period to another. When creating new identity places, we 
and the "other" meet, and this encounter will enable us to form a local or regional identity. The 
encounter in question may be between the global and the local, by way of political, cultural or 
economic globalisation. Formerly, identification took place on a local or regional scale, now Visby is 
part of the global scene, and now it is a question of "being", of attracting attention. Some kind of 
boundary will be a necessary prerequisite, if we are to find our identity. Borders can be physical or 
administrative, marking the end of one territory and the beginning of another, which ultimately 
determines where we belong, who we are affiliated with and who is on the outside. Mental boundaries 
may be based on a number of different factors which form the base of affinity, e.g. language, culture, 
religion or history. Of utmost significance to the "Gotlandic identity" is drawing up boundaries between 
"insiders" and "outsiders". The more tourists that visit the island and the more Gotland is drawn into a 
globalised world, the more important a regional Gotlandic identity will become. 


The problem with cultural affiliation is that culture is an ever-changing process. Any attempts to create 
a spirit of community on a cultural basis will run the obvious risk of gelling the cultural in a (soon) 
antiquated idea of what is communal. All present day commonalities or innovations become less and 
less important. The ultimate criteria for affiliation lies further and further back in history. As a 
consequence, anyone wishing to feel part of the community must not only be born within the 
community, but even be able to claim descendency from several generations back. 


Cultural globalisation occurs wherever diversity either increases or decreases, depending on the point of 
departure. Since the same products and trends can be found at a large number of places simultaneously, 
it may be claimed that diversity is diminishing. We listen to the same music, watch the same films, read 
the same literature and drink the same soft drinks. At any one place, diversity may increase when new 
products are introduced and used in a way specific for that place, thus being incorporated in a 
completely new context. 


Two other important common conceptions within cultural globalisation are firstly, of theme towns as 
creators of their own image, and secondly of the cultural heritage as an increasingly important 
component of our times. Culture today, in a broad sense, has become an increasingly important 
ingredient in the marketing of our cities. It is not only the bourgeoise high culture that is used for this 
purpose; even former sub-cultures have been revalued, and not only become "house-trained" but also 
form an all the more important part of the political rhetoric. Examples include the hippie culture in 
southern California, that was elevated to a traditional lifestyle, or the former gay march in Sydney, 
which was originally staged by a relatively small number of homosexuals, but which has developed into 
an enormous gimmick with several hundreds of thousands of participants. Today, this event forms a 
significant element in the marketing of the town. 


Currently, most traditional basic industries are experiencing a "de-industrialisation" process, whereas 
the tourist and entertainment industries are expanding on the labour market. Not only capital, but also 
work opportunities are on the move both geographically and as regards content. These "migrations" will 
create and recreate completely new landscapes. 


Changes within the economy have heralded the belief that we are about to enter a completely new 
economic era. One of the most radical advocates is Michael H. Goldhaber, who claims that all that is 
happening on the internet will mean that the former money-based industrial economy will become 


extinct and replaced by a new concept "attention economy" (Goldhaber 1997a, b). According to his 
definition, this change is as significant as the transition from feudalism to capitalism. He also means 
that "attention/uppmarksamhet" is defined in the subject, in the single individual/city/ football team, and 
that it is therefore not interchangeable between different subjects. Neither is it possible to participate in 
some kind of commodity exchange. The value of "attention" cannot be traded at a market, since each 
individual "attention" is unique and unquantifiable. The interesting point he makes, however, is that 
capital will flow towards and run parallell with "attention". Anyone managing to command a great deal 
of attention of some kind will be able to benefit by these flows. By definition it will also be possible to 
directly monetize "attention". It's price will be whatever someone, e.g. a sponsor or the public at some 
sports event, is prepared to pay. An increasingly larger part of our everyday lives tends to be treated like 
commodities (as pointed out by Marx), albeit with new overtones. Somehow "attention" will be valued 
on a market and turned into cash or some other value. 


The point in this connection is that UNESCO's World Heritage List (www.unesco.org) provides an 
opportunity to create attention, and the award in itself is a trademark, a guarantee of high quality and of 
authenticity. In order to create as much attention as possible, the trade mark must not be hollowed out 
by the granting of this award to too many cities. Neverthelss, obvious candidates for the World Heritage 
List should definitely not be overlooked, as this will also diminish the value of the trademark. Voices 
are heard today claiming that Sweden is no longer interested in receiving further cultural heritage 
awards within the country — in fact for fear of deflecting attention from the nine world heritage sites that 
have already received the award. 


When looking back on the 20th century, we can see a development in Western Europe from smaller, 
extremely disparate national states to a European project expressing political globalisation. The aim has 
been a politically stable construction with a common political structure. In the course of this century, 
Eastern Europe has gone in the opposite direction from unity to smaller states. But even within Western 
Europe we can observe a similar counter-force. Simultaneous with globalisation, there is a 
regionalisation process working in the opposite direction. In some places, regionalisation is very strong 
and has been intensified by growing influence from Brussels. Diversity and variation contra uniformity 
and homogenisation has been manifested in many different ways, and this dualism that can be found 
within cultural globalisation can also be found on the global scene within economy and politics. 
Uniformity is not necessarily so uniform and diversity is not always diverse. The division of 
globalisation into three distinct processes is of purely analytical character. The three processes never 
occur in isolation, but intermingle, making it almost impossible to discern the one from the other. 
UNESCO's World Heritage List is an undisputed representative of a globalised world, but whether it 
represents economic, cultural or political globalisation cannot be ascertained. 


Theme cities 


The development of Visby over the past thousand years has been guided by a multitude of various 
decisions regarding building, demolition and changes of different kinds, all of which have had some 
degree of bearing on the town. One change has superseded another, just as one natural species has 
superseded another, and uniformity is hardly discernible, except where mankind has created 
monocultures, protected from deviation and extraneous matter by means of articifial fertilization, gene- 
modified grain and biocides. In some respects, the medievalisation of the inner core of Visby has 
furnished the town with the same traits as a monocultural agriculture. What is the purpose of this 
monoculture, and whatever happened to crop rotation? 


Amsterdam's reputation for sin, sex and drugs is merely an abstraction of the town, an image that has 
developed in conjunction with mass tourism. This is the opinion of Jan Nijman, who writes that "One of 
the effects of cultural globalization for Amsterdam has been the commodification of its identity as a 
tolerant place". He continues: "Tolerance, perhaps Amsterdam's most prized commodity, is increasingly 
packaged and labelled to meet the demands of mass tourism and instant gratification" (Nijman 1999 s. 
155). He means that the inner core of the city (i.e. Red Light City) has become a theme city based on 
sex and drugs, where museums have evolved such as 'Hash museum’, 'Cannabis Connoisseurs’ Club and 
other places of entertainment which target these two themes (sex and drugs). This has very little, or 
nothing at all to do with the rest of the city. The theme city is not the product of careful planning, but 
has sprouted spontaneously. It functions, however, just like any other theme city or theme park, but 
admission is free. Obviously, the usual run-of-the-mill souvenirs can be bought, like T-shirts sporting 
the slogan: I've been to Amsterdam, but I don't remember anything. 


Another example of the construction of a theme city or cultural heritage, is the mining town of Röros in 
Norway. Röros was added to UNESCO's World Heritage List as early as in 1980 (Gjestrum, JA. 1999). 
The town supported continuous mining activities for 333 years, until 1977. The idea of preserving the 
town evolved during the course of the 20th century. Consequently, the majority of the buildings were 
subjected to "improvement" by antiquarian authorities, leaving Röros with virtually nothing authentic. 
Everything has been created and recreated in several phases. Some parts of the long history of the town 
have thus been enhanced, others long forgotten. Remarkably enough, the best preserved building is a 
house that was dismantled before the curators came along and moved to Oslo, where it was never 
reassembled. Today the house has been returned to its original site in the town. Since it has remained 
unpacked all this time, it has not been subjected to any "improvements". Röros illustrates quite clearly 
how cultural heritage is a social construction, where selection of objects to be preserved will obviously 
change according to the latest way of thought that will be incorporated in the prevailing cultural 
paradigm. 


The man-made world, unlike a natural landscape, should not be viewed as a passive background. It is 
created by actors with capital, power and interest in changing the physical environment. Once theme 
cities have found their niche, possibly enhancing the local cultural heritage, diversity at any one 
particular place will diminish. Homogenisation will be acquired locally, while diversity may increase, 
or at least be preserved, globally. 


Disney Towns 


Disney, this mega media company, in addition to theme parks, which enjoy enormous success 
throughout the world, has today also created its own cities, or town districts. An entertainment centre 
has been built around 42nd Street and Times Square in New York with restaurants, shops and street life 
all according to a stipulated theme. Great things are expected of Disney, especially since this part of 
New York was formerly a seedy porno district. Disney's forte is choosing a historic era, cultivating it, 
peeling away the nasty bits to create an image, more concentrated, more real than the era itself ever 
was. Many a warning finger has, however, been raised. The historian Shelby Foote warns: "The Disney 
people will do to American history what they have already done to the animal kingdom — sentimentalize 
it out of recognition" (Wallace, m. 1996 s. 165). Others have been less adverse to the development. 
James Rouse, a leading building developer behind many extensive transformation projects in USA, 
such as Boston's Faneuil Hall, Baltimore's inner harbour and New York's South Street Seaport, means 
that "Disneyland is the greatest piece of urban design in the United States today" (IBID s. 144). 


Disney creates characteristic American provincial towns with the classic qualities of times long past — 
timber houses with horizontal panels, a perfect lawn, housewife and two cars. New residents are 
required to sign a twenty-page contract, pledging to follow certain codes of behaviour, where children 
do not cause a disturbance, dogs are of a stipulated maximum height, cars are parked correctly, 
swearing at your neighbours is strictly prohibited, church attendance mandatory, lawns are mown, 
adultery not permitted; in short you are required to lead a "respectable life". Each resident must be 
prepared to sacrifice part of his or her personal freedom in favour of "real" and "true" life. 


What Disney is trying to do is to recreate the idyllic life of a time long past, a way of life that has never 
in fact existed in reality. It is simply and solely a conception of an idyllic life in concentrated form, 
untouched and undisturbed by any extraneous adverse interference. As A.M. Stern, a member of the 
board of directors of Walt Disney said, it "...has taught Americans a lot of what they're missing in their 
urban life" (Adler, J. Malone, M. 1995 s. 68). If we peel away everything that can conceivably disturb 
the ideal image, what will be left worth living? Eldon Tyrell is the director of Tyrell Co, which 
manufactures replicants in the film Blade Runner. His business concept is creating replicants that are 
"more human than humans". He claims that "if we give them the past, we create a cushion or pillow for 
their emotions and consequently we can control them better" (Blade Runner 1986). 


An attempt has been made to illustrate this in a somewhat brutal way in the film "Truman show" from 
1999 where the main character is the only one not to be included in this gigantic soap opera. The film is 
extremely effective in putting a finger on how we act towards each other and towards our surroundings, 
depending on affiliation or alienation, level of abstraction, how concrete our relations are and how these 
are expressed. This is obviously a nightmare scenario of the film world, but how does this differ from 
the fiction towns of reality? The question is raised as to who would have the possibility of creating his 
or her own stylized imaginary world and then place us others like puppets in one big "fantasy of 


horror"? Of even more interest is the question of who on earth would want to live there? 


Cultural Heritage cities 


Something that has become increasingly important during the past years, even on an international level, 
is different ways of preserving and enhancing cultural heritage. This global trend has caught on both in 
urban and rural environments. The shaping of the new landscape is widely based on some conception 
about the local history. An era will be singled out to represent an older "happier community and a more 
varied landscape". The marketing of Visby has pinpointed the Hanseatic Town and thereby the 
Medieval Period. When 13th century Hanseatic Visby became the World Heritage theme in the 1990s, 
the town became significantly medievalised within the space of a few years, and the Medieval Period 
has been accorded a prominent role in a whole range of areas. As a result, the ordinary, everyday 
environment of the town is undergoing change from a random mixture of styles and architecture, etc. to 
a relatively homogenous character. Consequently, a theme town will eventually be created, where 
anything outside the stipulated theme, i.e. the rest of the history of Visby, will be played down. 


In Disney's version of a theme town, the inhabitants are quite aware of what they are letting themselves 
in for; they have made an active choice and they move into a private enclave isolated from the rest of 
society. This is not the case when it comes to intramural Visby. Any attempts to enforce such an all- 
encompassing theme, which would affect everyone who lives or works there, would encounter almost 
insurmountable obstacles. A significantly higher degree of abstraction of the town will be necessary, 
and more concrete relations will be undermined. 


This is not the first time we have recycled our history within the urban environment. At the end of the 
19th century the prevailing ideology within urban architecture was National Romanticism, which aimed 
not least at reinforcing national traits. One noteable difference, however, is that during the former 
period, there was a distinct element of resistance, both on the part of architects and even within other 
academic circles. A quotation from a well-known article in the Swedish national daily "Dagens 
Nyheter" expresses this resistance very aptly. Verner von Heidenstam wrote that there would soon be 
plaques on houses claiming that "in the Year of our Lord 1893 this old building was made even 

older" (Eriksson, E. 1998 s. 145). No such resistance or even counterpart to this ideal, or to the picture 
painted of the town, has been noted in present day Visby. There would appear to be absolute consensus 
on the issue. During the past twenty years, the cultural heritage of Visby has been granted a very 
prominent position in the creation of urban environments where one part of the cultural heritage has 
been polished, cleaned and consolidated, while other parts have been relegated to the depths of 
oblivion. It is essentially a question of cultivating, packaging and selling a concept of Visby's role as a 
town. 


It is quite permissable to deviate from this theme outside the Town Wall — and this is where 90% of the 
inhabitants of the town live. This is also the main area of consumption that is not directly connected to 
tourism or entertainment. There are, however, examples of medievalisation in some new building 
enterprises. The new student residence area on the site of the former dairy has been furnished with 
medieval corbie-stepped gables. 


The inner core of the town of Visby is clearly demarcated, and present-day Visby can be seen to consist 
of four clearly separate areas. The first zone is the harbour area, the arrival point for most visitors. The 
Medieval theme has not caught on here; the area is characterized by rational harbour activity, although 
this is on the decline, and is gradually being taken over by pleasure boats, luxury cruisers, restaurants 
and pubs. More changes are to be expected, and the planning stage is in full swing. The next zone is the 
intramural part of town, which has a prominent Medieval profile. The third zone is spread immediately 
outside the Eastern Gate (Osterport), and is known as Ostercentrum. This is where the modernistic and 
functional town has been given if not free, at least slack reins, with wide streets and relatively low 
buildings, of a distinct commercial character. The area is, however subordinate to the intramural town, 
or rather The Wall; stipulations dictate the height of buildings and in fact prohibit any building at all 
within a wide area surrounding the Town Wall. Even in this zone, certain Medieval elements can be 
found in more recent buildings. The fourth zone represents a typical residential area on the outskirts 
with houses, industry and commercial zones, having no connection with the Medieval town. 


Two things disappear when medievalising a town — the rest of the town's history and the diversity and 
variation of the Medieval Period itself. If there was any era when Visby was globalised and 


incorporated in an enormous international exchange network, it was the Medieval Period. This network 
was not only dealing in commodity exchange, but was engaged in a whole range of different spheres. 
Architecture, languages, food, religion, art and sculpture are just a few examples of realms where 
activities took place on an international level, while the characteristics of local tradition were 
simultaneously preserved. These contacts led to the creation of new combinations, which in turn 
developed into something new and exclusive for an individual place. The influence of global elements 
fostered new features in local traditions, which in turn were spread and received as global traditions in 
other places, where they were incorporated into the prevailing local traditions. Relatively speaking, it 
would seem that the Medieval inhabitant of Visby was more cosmopolitan than his or her present day 
successors. 


Historities 


The theme city, Disney, cultural heritage and changes in Visby are expressions of a global world. When 
the town of Visby is to be defined it will not be the local, nor the regional, not even the Swedish, but 
UNESCO's view that will be forwarded, based on a distinct global perspective. In this process, not only 
will architecture be affected, but this process will intrude in our everyday lives, and we will find 
ourselves obliged to adapt to new stipulations and adhere to them. Practically every place in Visby 
today signals "Medieval", and most of it is merely pastiche. In one way a small part of our history, true 
or false, will become almost interactive with ourselves in this present day. Medievalisation will mean 
that all developments and other operations carried out in intramural Visby will be governed by a 
Medieval ideal seen through our present day glasses. The window we open, however, will be minute, 
since, as Roy the replicant expresses it in one of the final scenes of Blade Runner, "All those moments 
will be lost in time, like tears in rain". Where memory fades, historic reconstructions make their 
entrance, not based on any desire of knowledge of history, but as a "histority" created in political 
rhetoric. It's a question of which group will manage to get their conception of Visby accepted as "the 
truth". 


Milieux de memoire will be replaced by lieux de memoire (Nora, P. 1989) — concrete memorial settings 
will give way to memorial sites, thereby opening up the way for "pastiche", "fiction" and "genuine 
fake" in well-known postmodern spirit. Memory is life, while history is the construction of something 
that no longer exists, a representative of something that has been. These lieux de memoire may be 
memorial temples such as archives and museums or ancient monuments such as grave mounds, church 
ruins or other buildings. They are exposed to the most impersonal and abstract interpretations, but at the 
same time they are simple and directly accessible to the senses - "moments of history torn away from 
the movement of history, then returned; no longer quite life, not yet death, like shells on the shore when 
the sea of living memory has receded" (Nora, P. 1989 s. 12). 


In "The Life and Death of Great American Cities" from 1962, Jane Jacobs formulated the contents of an 
ideal city. According to Jacobs trying to make small towns of cities by creating city neighbourhood 
units is just as futile as trying to convert small towns into cities by providing the town with a 
classification of functions according to the modernism model where all street life is more or less 
discontinued. The special thing about a city is encounter with strangers, which is just as normal as 
meeting an acquaintance in a small town. It's a question of two types of existence, city life and small 
town life. A Gesellschaft and a Gemeinschaft (Asplund, J. 1995). 


What Disney tried to achieve is a Gemeinschaft, but based entirely on Gesellschaft conditions. Is it 
possible to construct a spirit of community on a commercial basis, and presume that this will be 
replaced by concrete forms as soon as people — who have also made a commercial decision — move in? 


The small town of Visby can be found on a sliding scale between the two extremities of Gesellschaft 
and Gemeinschaft, moving in the direction of Gesellschaft. Medievalisation demands Gesellschaft if it 
is to be enforced. It is an impersonal part of our history that is being projected; nobody has had any 
physical relations with it. We can only relate to an outer layer of something that at least somewhat 
corresponds to our conception of Medieval buildings and style ideology. 


Epilogue 


Ongoing and future research will investigage our way of creating and consuming cultural heritage. 
What will be the role of cultural heritage, and how will this be related to the rest of history? How can 
this be capitalized, taking "attention economy" into consideration? 


The inner cores of the town centres of the capitals of the new Baltic States have been added to the 
World Heritage List. Which history has been chosen to be enhanced there? Is there a "Golden Era" that 
has formerly been concealed? Anything from the Soviet occupation that should be brought to light? 
How does the World Heritage Award operate, and how is it put into practice in other comparable 
towns? 
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the ART’ 
of HONEST 
DECEPTION 


by Vincent H. Gaddis 


J ohn Mulholland, the well-known magician, was displaying his fascinating 


mastery of sleight of hand before an audience of college professors and students. 
He picked up a coin with his left hand, placed it in his right, then opened his hand 
slowly. The coin had vanished. Suddenly a book flew through the air, narrowly 
missing the performer's head. An embarrassed professor arose from his seat and 
quickly apologized. 


A similar experience is described by Milbourne Christopher, another wielder of the 
wand. He was performing before a social gathering in Philadelphia, and he asked a 
reserved, dignified lady to assist him by selecting a playing card. "I changed the 
card in her hand from the king of hearts to the three of spades without touching 
it," Christopher relates. "She looked up, exasperated. Then she gave me a terrific 
shove, toppling me over a small table and onto the floor. Afterward she was most 
apologetic." 


This instinctive and violent reaction to being fooled occurred because 
the spectators did not understand, and therefore could not enjoy, the 
principles in the art of honest deception. Since all deception employs 
the same basic methods, you should know what they are. Not only will 
your pleasure in witnessing magical performances be increased, but 
you will be able to guard against dishonest attempts to fool you. 


Let us analyze what happened when the professor was baffled. With a perfectly 
natural move, the magician apparently picked up the coin with his right hand. 
Actually the coin remained in his left hand, dropping down into the palm from the 
extended fingers. His eyes and directed attention followed the moving, closed right 
hand, while his unobserved left hand slipped the coin into his coat pocket. ‘Then, 
when the performer slowly opened his right hand, the coin had apparently 
vanished, and his left hand was empty also. 


The coin did not vanish because the hand is quicker than the eye. The hand is 
slicker, not quicker, than the vision of spectators. Magic is successful because it is 
nine-tenths simple distraction. Your attention is cleverly misdirected. It is your 
own brain that deceives you. 


You do not see with your eyes alone, but with your brain and mind, which sorts out 
the confusion of outlines and colors, and forms them into definite, understandable 


images. Because the mind has so very much to do with what is being observed, 
deception is made possible. 


Your mind is a censor. If you see two men--one twenty feet away from you and the 
other forty--your eyes tell you, falsely, that one man is only half the height of the 
other. Your intellect, however, corrects this erroneous impression. The mind, on 
the other hand, has the habit of building up familiar objects and individuals on the 
basis of a fleeting glance or a vague impression. If you happen to see a friend, for 
example, passing through a doorway, you may actually see only a familiar hat or 
ear or shoulder. But your mind fills out the incomplete picture, and you say to 
yourself: "That's Mr. Smith!" Usually you are right, but sometimes you are wrong. 


As a result of this mental habit details are not observed. Most men cannot tell you 
whether the numbers on their watches are Roman or Arabic, whether all twelve 
numbers are present, or whether the manufacturer's name is in view. Unimportant 
matters, despite clear observation, are not registered in the consciousness. 


We see what we expect to see, and it is difficult to recognize anything we are not 
prepared to encounter. If we ran across a polar bear in a field near Chicago, we 
would likely recognize it as a large white boulder--until it moved or we got close to 
it. But if we knew a bear had escaped from a circus and we were searching for it, we 
might at first identify a rock as a bear. 


A magician tosses an orange into the air. Three times the orange rises and falls, 
each toss being made with the identical motions of the performer's body and 
hands. The fourth time we see the orange rise--and vanish. Actually, the orange 
never left his empty right hand the fourth time, but the repetition of his preceding 
movements had deceived us. We observed what we had expected to see--and were 
fooled. 


Most popular ideas about the trade of all tricks are false. When a magician tells 


you there is nothing up his sleeve but his elbows, he generally means it. Sleeves are 
seldom, if ever, used in accomplishing an illusion. The same is true about the use 
of mirrors, and as for trapdoors in the stage floor--they went out with the gas 
lamp. The more intelligent you are, the easier it is to deceive you; it is more 
difficult to mystify children than adults. Finally, the closer you are to the 
performer and the more carefully you watch his movements, the more likely you'll 
gasp with astonishment when his mystery is completed. 


The belief about the use of sleeves originated back in the early days of theatrical 
performances when prestidigitators customarily wore huge robes with large 
sleeves. In those days the now-you-see-it-now-you-don't artists could conceal 
several rabbits and a bow of goldfish up around their elbows. But the evolution of 
clothing produced a development of magical methods. The modern trickster can 
perform in a bathing suit. Mirrors, too, were once used, but the road show, with its 
constant danger of breakage, caused the development of far better methods of 
creating large stage illusions. 


It is difficult to mystify children and mental defectives because their general 
knowledge is limited, and their attention cannot be distracted or misdirected by 
suggestions of factors they do not understand. Never be ashamed if you are fooled; 
only your intelligence is proved. 


Let us suppose that the performer is causing a ball to float in the air. He refers to 
the powers of magnetism and cosmic energy; he suggests that mental radiations 
may be the answer. The adults present in his audience have heard that such 
powers and factors exist. They may not believe his suggestions, but their attention 
has been directed away from the natural and obvious, and they seek a complex 
solution. The children, however, are paying no attention to his remarks. They are 
looking for the thread that is holding the ball up, and if the performer is not careful 
they finally see it. 


Intelligent persons try to explain what they see in terms of their extensive 
knowledge of causes and effects, and the remarks of the performer assist in 
confusing them. On the other hand, children, lacking adult knowledge, rely on 
direct observation. When the performer points his finger at something on the other 
side of the stage, the adults look in the direction indicated, but the children first 
look at his finger. The more intelligent a person is, the more he uses his mind 
instead of his eyes. Thus he fools himself. 


It is for the same fundamental reason that being close to the magician aids him in 
deceiving you. When you are close to him, he can easily misdirect your attention by 
merely looking in your eyes, or calling attention to his left hand while his right 
hand is busy making the apparent miracle possible. Angles of vision are much 
greater at a distance. The farther you are from the wizard, the easier it is to watch 
both his hands. 


But sight is not the only hazard the magician must guard against. Fred Keating, 
whose family placed him under the observation of a psychiatrist when he took up 
the practice of magic as a boy, was once performing at a party in honor of the 
famed violinist, Fritz Kreisler. Musicians are always fascinated by the dexterity of a 


sleight-of-hand artist, and the renowned Kreisler was no exception. He asked 
Keating to repeat a certain vanish, and then he smiled and said: "I know how you 
do it. The coin bounces back into your right hand!" 


Keating was astonished. He knew that it was impossible for the violinist to have 
observed the flight of the coin since the rapid action was concealed from view. 
"How do you know?" he asked. 


"I heard it," was the reply. 


The musician's ear, trained to detect the slightest sound, had succeeded where his 
eyes had failed. 


Misdirection is possible because of the power of suggestion. It is a psychological 


fact that the first impulse of people is to believe. Doubting is usually secondary. 
And the power of suggestion wields a tremendous influence on our lives and 
opinions. 


An actor using suggestion can baffle trained magicians. Some years ago a group of 
twelve professional prestidigitators in Chicago went to see Frederick Tiden play 
the part of Cagliostro in the play, The Charlatan. During the performance Tiden 
produced flowers and silks from empty boxes. The magicians knew that no magical 
principle or secret known to them was being used by the actor. After the show they 
invited Tiden to have lunch with them. 


Tiden was surprised when he learned that his tricks had fooled the wizards. He 
explained that the man who appeared most innocent of helping him--the villain, a 
skeptic who opposed Cagliostro constantly--had secretly introduced the silks and 
flowers into the boxes while apparently making sure they were empty. The 
suggestion that Cagliostro and the skeptic were bitter enemies was made so 
strongly throughout the play that the magicians never suspected that the villain 
was actually Tiden's helper and made his miracles possible. 


When suggestion succeeds in misdirecting the attention of his audience, the 
performer is in a position to substitute one object for another, or obtain or get rid 
of other objects. One action can act as a distraction for another action at the same 
time. For example, when a magician is picking up or laying down his wand, he may 
be obtaining or disposing of another small object in his hand at the same time. The 
wand acts as a mask for the real reason he approached his table. 


“Give me the full attention of a man," Harry Kellar, the famous necromancer of the 
last generation, used to say, "and a herd of elephants preceded by a brass band can 
march behind me, and he will not knowit." Kellar's mastery of misdirection is still 
a legend in legerdemain, but nevertheless he was once fooled--very cleverly. 


Handbills were left in all the New York magic stores one morning announcing that 
a new and unknown magician would perform the floating woman illusion at 
midnight that evening at Broadway and Forty-Second Streets. Apparently it was a 
publicity stunt by a newcomer in the profession, and Kellar flew into a rage. The 
floating lady mystery was the feature of his show, and he had spent $50,000 in 
perfecting it. To exhibit it on the street would expose its secret, and at that time he 
regarded the illusion as his personal property. 


Shortly before midnight a large number of magicians, Kellar among them, 
gathered on the corner to await the show. Midnight came--and passed. The 
mysterious wizard did not appear. Finally an idea dawned in the mind of one of the 
mystics. 


"What's the date?" he asked Kellar. 
"March thirty-first," Kellar replied. 


"But it's after midnight. This is April First. Somebody has played us for a bunch of 
April fools." 


The joker in the pack of performers was never discovered. 


An of the tricks of the magician can be reduced to seven basic effects. These 


include a disappearance, an appearance, a transposition of objects, a physical 
change in an object, an apparent defiance of natural law, an invisible source of 
motion, and mental phenomena. In the production of these effects the advance of 
magic has kept pace with science. Many modern tricks use radio-control, 
electronics, and magnetic induction principles. 


In addition to misdirection, the magician uses two other basic methods in the 
production of his pseudo-miracles. In some large stage illusions the eye is deceived 
by an optical illusion--but not in the manner usually suspected by the layman. 
There are, in fact, over thirty methods of stage camouflage, some of them quite 


complex. These secrets are carefully guarded by the profession since they represent 
investments of many thousands of dollars. 


The final principle is simply the use of a little-known scientific law or bit of 
knowledge. These stunts work themselves. When the performer turns water into 
wine and wine into milk with the aid of certain chemicals, he is taking advantage of 
this principle. 


As to little-known bits of knowledge, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, the famed advocate 
of spiritualism, once fooled a gathering of New York magicians with this method. 
He presented without comment a remarkable and realistic motion picture of 
prehistoric dinosaurs which, apparently, could only have been taken by 
supernormal means. Sir Arthur's collection of psychic photographs was famous, 
and the puzzled magicians wondered if this film was his latest acquisition. 


Several months later the explanation came to light when the motion picture The 
Lost World, taken from Doyle's novel of the same title, appeared in the theaters. 
Sir Arthur had obtained a part of the film in advance in order to briefly mystify the 
wand wielders. 


By these principles are we deceived. Remember, the next time you see a magician, 
that he is tricking your brain and not your eye. You are actually fooling yourself. 
The more you try to solve his mysteries by using your intelligence, the more easily 
he will baffle you. 


When deception is honest, it's fun to be fooled. So sometimes, strange to say, we 
are fooled because we wish to be deceived. And that is the greatest, most 
important, principle of them all. 


A history of cuban counter-revolution 


While we're still on the subject of Cuba... 
By Michael Moore 


Have you ever wondered how Fidel Castro has stayed in power for so long? 


No one, other than the King of Jordan, has been in the top spot for a greater period of time. The man 
has outlasted eight U.S. presidents, ten Olympic Games, and the return of Halley's Comet. And no 
matter what the United States government does to try to dethrone him, he's got more lives than Cher has 
comebacks. 


It's not that our American leaders haven't given it their best effort. Ever since Castro liberated his 
country from the corrupt U.S.- and Mafia backed Batista regime, Washington has tried a variety of 
methods to unseat him. These have included taxpayer-funded assassination attempts, invasions, 
blockades, embargoes, threats of nuclear annihilation, internal disruption, and biological warfare (the 
CIA dropped a bunch of African Swine Fever germs over the country in 1971, forcing the Cubans to 
destroy 500,000 pigs). 


And, something that has always seemed strange to me, there is an actual US naval base on the island of 
Cuba! Imagine if we after defeating the British in our Revolution, we then let them keep a few thousand 
troops and a bunch of battleships in New York Harbor. Weird. 


President Kennedy, who followed through with President Eisenhower's plan to invade Cuba at the Bay 
of Pigs, ordered the CIA to kill Castro, trying everything from a pen filled with poison ink to an 
exploding cigar. (No I do not get my information from Maxwell Smart; it's all in the Church committee 
report from the U.S. congress, 1975.) 


Of course nothing worked. Castro became stronger and the U.S. continued to go nuts. Cuba was seen as 
"the one that got away." It became an embarrassment to us. Here we had every nation in this 
hemisphere in our back pocket - except those damn Cubans. It looked bad. Like when the whole family 
goes out to dinner and the one bad seed, little Billy, just won't sit still and do what he is told. Everyone 
in the place is looking at the parents and wondering just what kind of job they're doing. The appearance 
that they have no discipline or control is the worst humiliation. So they start whacking little Billy, but 
forget about it - he ain't ever going to finish his peas. 


That's how silly we look to the rest of the world. Like we've been driven insane over this little island 
ninety miles from our shores. We don't feel that way about a real threat to humanity, like the one posed. 


by the Chinese government. Talk about a bunch of thugs! Yet we can't move fast enough to hop in bed 
with them. Washington spent twenty-three years getting us all worked up against the Chinese - and 
then, suddenly, one day they're our friends. It turned out that the Republicans and their corporate 
buddies weren't really against communist dictators - just those who wouldn't let them come in and make 
a buck. 


And that, of course, has been Castro's fatal mistake. Once he took over and nationalized all the 
American businesses and booted the Mob out of Havana, he might as well have taken a seat on the San 
Andreas fault, because the wrath of Uncle Sam came down on him hard, and it hasn't let up for over 
thirty-seven years. Yet Castro has survived. For that accomplishment alone, despite all his flaws 
(political repression, four hour speeches, and a literacy rate of 100 percent), you gotta admire the guy. 


So why do we continue to fight this leftover turkey leg from the Cold War? The answer can be found by 
looking no further than a town called Miami. It is there that a nutty bunch of Cuban exiles have 
controlled U.S. foreign policy regarding this insignificant island nation. These Cubans, many of whom 
were Batista supporters and lived high on the hog while that crook ran the country, seem not to have 
slept a wink since they grabbed their assets and headed to Florida. 


And since 1960, they have insisted on pulling us into their madness. Why is it that every incident of 
national torment that has deflated our country for the past three decades-the Kennedy assassination, 
Watergate, Iran-Contra, our drug abuse epidemic-the list goes on and on-we find that the Cuban exiles 
are always present and involved? First it was Lee Harvey Oswald's connection to the Cubans in New 
Orleans. (Or was it the Cuban exiles acting alone to kill Kennedy, or Castro ordering the assassination 
‘cause he just got bored with Kennedy trying to bump him off? Whichever theory you subscribe to, the 
Cubans are lurking in the neighborhood.) 


Then on the night of June 17, 1972, three Cubans - Bernard Barker, Eugenio Martinez, and Virgilio 
Gonzalez (plus Americans Frank Sturgis and James McCord Jr.) - were caught breaking into the 
Watergate offices of the chairman of the Democratic Party. This covert operation eventually brought 
down Richard Nixon, so I guess there is a silver lining to that particular Cuban-exile operation. 


Today, Barker and Gonzalez are considered heroes in Miami's Cuban community. Martinez, later 
pardoned by Ronald Reagan, is the only one who feels bad. "I did not want myself to be involved in the 
downfall of the President of the United States." Oh, well, how nice of you! 


When Ollie North needed a cover group to run arms into Nicaragua to help overthrow the government, 
who else could he turn to but the Miami Cubans? Bay of Pigs veterans Ramon Medina and Rafael 
Quintero were key managers of the air-transport company that supplied weapons to the Contras. The U. 
S. backed Contra War was responsible for the deaths of thirty thousand Nicarguans. 


One of the big bonuses to come out of our funding of these Cuban exiles was the help they gave us in 
bringing illegal drugs into the States, destroying families and whole sections of our cities. Beginning in 
the early sixties, a number of Cubans (who also participated in the Bay of Pigs invasion) began running 
major narcotics rings in this country. The DEA found little support within the federal government to go 
after these Cuban exiles, because they had organized themselves under the phony banner of "freedom 
groups." In fact, most were nothing more than fronts for massive drug-smuggling operations. These 
same drug runners later helped to run arms to the Contras. 


U.S. based Cuban terrorist organizations have been responsible for more than two hundred bombings 
and at least a hundred murders since Castro's revolution. They have got everyone so afraid to stand up 
to them that I probably shouldn't even be writing this chapter. I am, after all, one of the few unarmed 
Americans. 


So why am I not worried? Because these Cuban exiles, for all their chest thumping and terrorism, are 
really a bunch of wimps. That's right. Wimps. 


Need proof? For starters, when you don't like the oppressor in your country, you stay there and try to 
overthrow him. This can be done by force (American Revolution, French Revolution) or through 


peaceful means (Gandhi in India or Mandela in South Africa). But you don't just turn tail and run like 
these Cubans. 


Imagine if all the American colonists had all run to Canada - and then insisted the Canadians had a 
responsibility to overthrow the British down in the States. The Sandanistas never would have freed their 
country from Somoza if they had all been sitting on the beach in Costa Rica, drinking margaritas and 
getting rich. Mandela went to prison, not to Libya or London. 


But the wealthy Cubans scooted off to Miami - and got wealthier. Ninety percent of these exiles are 
white, while the majority of Cubans, 62 percent, are black or of mixed race. The whites knew they 
couldn't stay in Cuba because they had no support from the people. So they came here, expecting us to 
fight their fight for them. And, like morons, we have. 


It's not that these Cuban crybabies haven't tried to help themselves. But a quick look at their efforts 
resembles an old Keystone Kops movie. The Bay of Pigs is their best known fiasco. It had all the 
elements of a great farce - wrong boats, wrong beach, no ammo for the guns, no one shows up to meet 
them, and, finally, they are left for dead, wandering around a part of their island completely unfamiliar 
to them (their limo drivers, I guess, had never taken them there in the good old days). 


This embarrassment was so monumental the world still hasn't stopped laughing - and the Miami Cubans 
have never forgotten or forgiven this. Say "Bay of Pigs" to any of them, and you might as well be a 
dentist with a drill on raw, decaying nerve. 


You would think that the Bay of Pigs defeat would have taught them a lesson, but then you would 
probably be projecting. YOU would have given up. Not this crowd. Since 1962, numerous Cuban exile 
groups have attempted even more raids to "liberate" their homeland. 


Let's go to the highlights reel: 


In 1981, a group of Miami Cuban exiles landed on Prividenciales Island in the Caribbean on their way 
to invading Cuba. Their boat, the only one of four exile boats to make it out of the Miami River (the 
other three were turned back by the Coast Guard due to foul weather, engine trouble, or too few life 
jackets), ran aground on a reef near Providenciales. Stuck there on the island with no food or shelter, 
the Miami Cubans started fighting among themselves. They begged the people of Miami to rescue them 
off the island, and after three weeks they were airlifted back to Florida. The only one of their group to 
make it to Cuban waters, Geraldo Fuentes, suffered an appendicitis attack while at sea and had to be 
helicoptered by the Coast Guard to Guantanamo for treatment. 


In 1968, a group of Miami Cubans learned that a Polish ship was docked in the port of Miami and that a 
Cuban delegation might be aboard the freighter. From the MacArthur Causeway, according to the ST. 
PETERSBURG TIMES, the Cuban exiles fired a homemade bazooka and hit the ship's hull. It only put 
a nick in the ship, and the group's leader, Orlando Bosch, was sentenced to ten years of prison, but was 
released in 1972. Bosch explained that they had hoped to cause more damage, but, he pleaded, "It was a 
BIG ship!" Bosch had earlier been arrested for towing a torpedo through downtown Miami during rush 
hour, and another time he was caught with six hundred aerial bombs loaded with dynamite in the trunk 
of his Cadillac. In 1990, the Bush administration released him from prison, where he was serving time 
for parole violations. 


According to Washington Monthly, "During the summer and early fall of 1963, five commando raids 
were launched against Cuba in the hopes of destabilizing the regime. The negligible Cuban 
underground was instructed to leave faucets running and lightbulbs burning to waste energy." 


In 1962, according to the SAN FRANCISCO CHRONICLE, Cuban exile, Jose Basulto, on a CIA- 
sponsored mission, fired a 20-mm cannon from a speedboat at the Incan Hotel next to Havana Bay, 
hoping to kill Fidel Castro. The shell missed, and Basulto, seeing gasoline spilling all over his boat, 
high-tailed it back to Florida. "One of our gas tanks, made of plastic, began to leak," Basulto explained 
later. "Gas ran all over the deck. We didn't know what to do." 


Years later, Basulto would go on to form "Brothers to the Rescue," an exile group that for the past few 
years has been flying missions over Cuba, buzzing Cuban sites, dropping leaflets, and generally trying 
to intimidate the Cuban government. In February 1996, Castro was apparently fed up with this 
harassment, and after the twenty-fifth incident in the past twenty months of the Brothers violating 
Cuban air-space, he ordered that two of their planes be shot down. 


Even though Brothers to the Rescue was violating U.S. law by flying into Cuban airspace (a fact that 
FAA acknowledges), the Clinton administration again went to the exile trough and instantly got a bill 
passed to tighten the embargo against Cuba. This embargo has brought the wrath of the rest of the 
world against us - UN General Assembly voted 117 to 3 to "condemn" the United States for its 
economic violence against Cuba (as it has in every vote since the embargo was imposed). 


The week after the planes were shot down, the exiles tried to force the hand of the U.S., hoping to get 
the military to engage in some kind of action against Castro. They announced that on the following 
Saturday they would take a flotilla of boats from Florida to just off the Cuban coast, to protest the loss 
of the two planes. Clinton decided to stage the greatest show of force against Cuba since the Missile 
Crisis, and sent a squadron of F-15 fighters, eleven Coast Guard cutters, two Navy missile cruisers, one 
Navy frigate, two C-130 planes, and a bevy of choppers, AWACs, and six hundred coast guardsmen to 
support the flotilla. 


All he forgot to send was the Dramamine - which, it turned out, was what the Miami Cubans really 
needed. Just forty miles out of Key West, the Cubans on the boats started getting seasick, heaving up 
big chunks and begging their skippers to turn the damn yachts around. With the whole world watching, 
the Cubans once again turned tail and ran. When they got back to port, they held a press conference to 
explain their retreat. One spokesman was still a little woozy, and you could see the journalists backing 
away from him, expecting any moment to be covered with a Linda Blair Special. 


"A horrible storm arose out of the sea," said the rapidly paling Cuban exit leader. "The waves were over 
ten feet high, and we had to turn back or lose our ships!" As he spoke some creative genius working the 
weekend shift at CNN ran footage of the flotilla taken from the air as it headed towards Cuba. The sun 
was shining, the sea was as smooth as glass, and the wind blew gently, if at all. Reporters out at sea did 
say that after the CNN cameras left, the waters became "rather rough." I'm sure they did. 


Castro has to be laughing his ass off. 


Altered States of America 


By Richard Stratton 


Spin Magazine, March 1994 


In the early 1950’s the US chased the world’s LSD supply as just the first step in a 
debauched CIA program code-named MK-ULTRA. In an exclusive interview, Ike Feldman, 
one of the operation's kingpins, talks to Richard Stratton about deadly viruses, spy 
hookers, and bad trips. 


“I was avery minor missionary, actually a heretic, but I toiled wholeheartedly in the vinyards because it 
was fun, fun, fun. Where else could a red- blooded American boy lie, kill, cheat, steal, rape, and pillage 
with the sanction and blessing of the All- Highest?” 


—George Hunter White 


The meeting was set for noon at a suitably anonymous bastion of corporate America, a sprawling 
Marriott Hotel and convention center on Long Island. Driving out of the city, I was tense and paranoid. 
For one thing, I was leaving Manhattan without permission from my parole officer, What was I going to 
tell him? “IT want to travel to Long Island to interview a former narcotics agent who worked undercover 
for the CIA dosing people with LSD.” My parole officer would have ordered a urine test on the spot. 


Then there was the fact that previous run-ins with drug cops had usually resulted in criminal 
prosecutions. I spent most of the ’80s in prison for smuggling marijuana. How would this ex-agent of the 
Federal Bureau of Narcotics (BBN), forerunner of the Drug Enforcement Administration (DEA) take to a 
retired outlaw writing a story about M K-ULTRA, the CIA’s highly secretive mind-control and drug- 
testing program? 


Ira “Ike” Feldman is the only person still alive who worked directly under the legendary George Hunter 
White in MK-ULTRA. The program began in 1953 amid growing fear of the Soviet Union’s potential for 
developing alternative weaponry. The atomic bomb was a sinister threat, but more terrifying still were 
possible Soviet assaults on the mind and body from within — through drugs and disease. In an attempt 
to preempt foreign attacks and even wage its own assaults, the CIA funded a group of renegade agents to 
experiment with ways to derail a human being. 


For years, Feldman had ducked reporters. He agreed to meet with me only after a private detective, a 
former New York cop who also did time for drugs. put in a good word. There was no guarantee Feldman 
would talk. 


I recognized Feldman immediately when he waddled into the lobby of the Marriott. I had heard he was 
short, five three, and I’d read how George White used to dress him in a pinstriped zoot suit, blue suede 
shoes, a Bursalino hat with a tu med-up brim, and a phony diamond ring, then send him onto the streets 
of San Francisco to pose as an East Coast heroin dealer. Now in his 70s, Feldman still looks and talks like 
Edward G. Robinson playing gangster J ohnny Rocco in Key Largo. 


Feldman leveled a cold, lizard-like gaze on me when we sat down for lunch. He wielded a fat unlit cigar 
like a baton, pulled out a wad of bills that could have gagged a drug dealer, slipped a 20 to the waitress 
and told her to take good care of us. 


“What's this about?” Feldman demanded. “Who the fuck are you?” 


I explained I was a writer researching George White. White, a world-class drinker known to polish off a 
bottle of gin at a sitting and get up and walk away, died of liver disease in 1975, two years before MK- 
ULTRA was first made public. 


“Why do you want to write about White? I suppose it's this LSD shit.” 
No, I said, not just the LSD. George White deserved to have his story told.. 


“White was a son of a bitch,” Feldman said. “But he was a great cop. He made that fruitcake Hoover look 
like Nancy Drew.” 


Again he gazed stonily at me. “Lots of writers asked me to tell my story. Why should I talk to you?” 


I decided to come clean. “I used to be part of your world,” I answered. “I did eight years for the Feds 
because I refused to rat when I got busted for pot.” 


Feldman stared at me for a long time. “I know,” he said. “I checked you out. That’s why I’m here. Now get 
out your pencil.” He waved for the waitress and palmed her a 50 to cover the tab. 


“The LSD,” Feldman began, “that was just the tip of the iceberg. Write this down. Espionage. 
Assassinations. Dirty tricks. Drug experiments. Sexual encounters and the study of prostitutes for 
clandestine use. That's what I was doing when I worked for George White and the CIA.” 


For my next Interview with Feldman, I rented a day room at the Marriott and brought along a tape 
recorder. Feldman tottered in, pulled a small footballshaped clear plastic ampule out of his pocket and 
plunked it on the table. It was filled with pure Sandoz LSD-25. He also showed me a gun disguised as a 
fountain pen which could shoot a cartridge of nerve gas. “Some of the stuff George White and I tested,” 
he explained. 


‘Tt all began because the CIA knew the Russians had this LSD shit and they were afraid the KGB was 
using it to brainwash agents,” Feldman told me. “They were worried they might dump it in the water 
supply and drive everybody wacky. They wanted us to find out if we could actually use it as a truth 
serum.” 


Actually, it all began with a mistake. In 1951, Allen Dulles, later appointed director of Central 
Intelligence, received a report from military sources that the Russians had bought 50 million doses of a 
new drug from Sandoz Pharmaceuticals in Basel, Switzerland. A follow-up memo stated that Sandoz had 
an additional ten kilos - about 100 million doses - of the drug, lysergic acid diethylamide (LSD-25), 
available for sale on the open market 


Dulles was alarmed. From the beginning, LSD was lauded by military and intelligence scientists working 
on chemical warfare compounds and mind-control experiments as the most potent mind-altering 
substance known to man. “Infinitesimally small amounts of LSD can completely destroy the sanity of a 
human being for considerable periods of time (or possibly permanently),” stated an October 1953 CIA 
memo. In the wrong hands, 100 million doses would be enough to sabotage a whole nation's mental 


equilibrium. 


Dulles convened a high-level committee of CIA and Pentagon officials who agreed the agency should buy 
the entire Sandoz LSD supply lest the KGB acquire it first. Two agents were dispatched to Switzerland 


with a black bag containing $240,000. 


In fact, Sandoz had produced only about 40 grams of LSD in the ten years since its psychoactive features 
were first discovered by Albert Hofmann. According to a 1975 CIA document, the U.S. Military attaché in 
Switzerland had miscalculated by a factor of one million in his CIA reports because he did not know the 
difference between a milligram (1/ 1,000 of a gram) and a kilogram (1,000 grams). 


Nevertheless, a deal was struck. The CIA would purchase all of Sandoz's potential output of LSD. (Later, 
when the Eli Lilly Company of Indianapolis perfected a process to synthesize LSD, agency officials 
insisted on a similar agreement.) An internal CIA memo to Dulles declared the agency would have access 
to “tonnage quantities.” All that remained was for agency heads to figure out what to do with it. 


“The objectives were behavior control, behavior anomaly -production, and counter-measures for 
opposition application of similar substances,” states a heavily redacted CIA document on MK-ULTRA 
released under a 1977 Freedom of Information Act request, The chill winds of the Cold War were howling 
across the land. Dulles was convinced that, as he told Princeton University's National Alumni 
Conference, Russian and Chinese Communists had secretly developed “brain perversion techniques ... so 
subtle and so abhorrent to our way of life that we have recoiled from facing up to them.” 


Pentagon strategists began to envision a day when battles would be fought on psychic terrain in wars 
without conventional weaponry. The terrifying specter of a secret army of “Manchurian Candidates,” 
outwardly normal operatives programmed to carry out political assassinations, was paraded before a 
gullible and easily manipulated public. 


Ike Feldman remembers that time well. A Brooklyn boy, he was drafted into the Army in 1941. Army tests 
showed he had an unusual facility for language, so he was enrolled in a special school in Germany where 
he learned fluent Russian, By the end of the war, Feldman was a lieutenant colonel with a background in 
Military Intelligence. The Army sent him to another language school, this time in Monterey, California, 
where he added Mandarin Chinese:to his repertoire. 


While with Military Intelligence in Europe, Feldman first heard of George White. “White was with the 
OSS [Office of Strategic Services, forerunner of the CIA]. I heard stories about him. Donovan [William 
“Wild Bill” Donovan, founder of the OSS] loved White. White supposedly killed some J apanese spy with 
his bare hands while he was on assignment in Calcutta. He used to keep a picture of the bloody corpse on 
the wall in his office.” 


In the early ’50s, after a stint in Korea working for the CIA under Army auspices, Feldman decided he’d 
had enough of military life. He settled in California. “I always wanted chickens,” Feldman recalled, “so I 
bought a chicken ranch. In the meantime, there wasn’t a hell of a lot to do with chickens. 


“Before long, I got a call—this time from White,” Feldman continued. “We understand you're back in the 
States,” he says.“I want you to come in to the Bureau of Narcotics.” This was ’54 to ’55, White was 
District Supervisor [of the Federal Bureau of Narcotics] in San Francisco. I went in. I go to room 144 of 
the Federal Building, and this is the first time I met George White. He was a big, powerful man with a 
completely bald head. Not tall, but big. Fat. He shaved his head and had the most beautiful blue eyes 
you've ever seen. “Ike,” he says, “we want you as an agent. We know you've been a hell of an agent with 
Intelligence. The CIA knows it. You speak all these languages. We want you to work as an under cover 


agent in San Francisco.” 


What Feldman didn't know at the time was that George White was still working for the CIA. White’s 
particular area of expertise was the testing of drugs on unwitting human guinea pigs. During the war, one 
of White's projects for the OSS was the quest for a “truth drug,” a serum that could be administered to 
prisoners of war or captured spies during interrogations. After trying and rejecting several substances 
the OSS scientists settled on a highly concentrated liquid extract of cannabis indica, a particularly potent 
strain of marijuana. Never one to shrink from the call of duty, White first tried the drug on himself. He 
downed a full vial of the clear, viscous liquid and soon passed out without revealing any secrets. 


Meanwhile, at the CIA’s Technical Services Staff (TSS), the department specializing in unconventional 
weaponry such as poisons, biological warfare, psychoactive substances, and mind control, Dr. Sidney 
Gottlieb was searching for a candidate to head MK- ULTRA. Gottlieb, a club-footed scientist who 
overcame a pronounced stutter in his rise to head the TSS, had discovered White's name while perusing 
old OSS files on the Truth Drug Experiments. White's credentials were impeccable: A former crime 
reporter on the West Coast before he joined the narcotics bureau, White had soon become one of the top 
international undercover agents under Harry Anslinger, the grandfather of America's war on drugs. 


After meeting with Gottlieb, White noted his initiation into the world of psychedelics in his diary: 
“Gottlieb proposes I be CIA consultant and I agree.” 


Moonlighting for the CIA, with funds disbursed by Gottlieb, White rented two adjoining apartment safe 
houses at 81 Bedford Street in Greenwich Village. Using the alias Morgan Hall, he constructed an 
elaborate alter-identity as a seaman and artist in the J ack London mode. By night, CIA spy Morgan Hall 
metamorphosed into a drug-eating denizen of the bohemian coffeehouse scene. With a head full of acid 
and gin, White prowled downtown clubs and bars. He struck up conversations with strangers, then lured 
them back to the pad where he served drinks spiked with Sandoz’s finest. 


“Gloria gets the horrors ... J anet sky high,” White dutifully recorded in his diary. In another entry, he 
proudly noted, “Lashbrook at 81 Bedford Street—Owen Winkle and the LSD surprise—can wash.” In 

recognition of the often bizarre behavior brought on by the drug, White assigned LSD the codename 

“Stormy.” 


Secret agent man: Allen Dulles (below), the former 
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Sandoz LSD; George White | middie) examines opium 
pipes as he takes over as head of the Federal Bureau 
of Narcotics in Boston in 1951; Harry Anslinger 
bottom), circa 1954, then head of the FBN 


Secret agent man: Allen Dulles (top), the former director of the CIA, who authorized the purchase of 
Sandoz LSD; George White (middle) examines opium pipes as he takes over as head of the Federal 
Bureau of Narcotics in Boston in 1951; Harry Anslinger (bottom), circa 1954, then head of FBN. 


According to an agency memo, the CIA feared KGB agents might employ psychedelics “to produce 
anxiety or terror in medically unsophisticated subjects unable to distinguish drug-induced psychosis 
from actual insanity.” In an effort to school “enlightened operatives” for that eventuality, Dulles and 
Gottlieb instructed high-ranking agency personnel, including Gottlieb’s entire staff at TSS, to take LSD 
themselves and administer it to their colleagues. 


“There was an extensive amount of self-experimentation for the reason that we felt that a firsthand 
knowledge of the subjective effects of these drugs [was] important to those of us who were involved in 
the program,” Gottlieb explained at a Senate Subcommittee hearing years later. In truth, CIA spooks and 
scientists alike were tripping their brains out. “I didn't want to leave it,” one CIA agent said of his first 
LSD trip ʻI felt I would be going back to a place where I wouldn't be able to hold on to this kind of 
beauty.” 


But as covert LSD experiments proliferated, things down at CIA headquarters began to get out of hand. 
“LSD favors the prepared mind,” wrote Dr. Oscar J aniger, a Los Angeles psychiatrist and early LSD 
devotee. Non-drug factors such as set and setting—a person's mental state going into the experience and 
the surroundings in which the drug is taken—can make all the difference in reactions to a dose of LSD. 


Frank Olson was a civilian biochemist working for the Army Chemical Corps’ Special Operations Division 
(SOD) at Fort Detrick in Frederick, Maryland. In another sub-project of MK-ULTRA code-named MK- 
NAOMI, the CIA had bankrolled SOD to produce and maintain vicious mutant germ strains capable of 
killing or incapacitating would-be victims. Olson’s specialty at Fort Detrick was delivering deadly 
diseases in sprays and aerosol emulsions. 


J ust before Thanksgiving in 1953, at a CIA retreat for a conference on biological warfare, Gottlieb slipped 
Olson a huge dose of LSD in an after-dinner liqueur. When Gottlieb revealed to the uproarious group 
that he’d laced the Cointreau, Olson suffered a psychotic snap. “You're all a bunch of thespians!” Olson 
shouted at his fellow acid trippers, then spent a long night wandering around babbling to himself. 


Back at Fort Detrick, Olson lapsed in and out of depression, began to have grave misgivings about his 
work, and believed the agency was out to get him Ten days later, he crashed through the tenth-floor 
window of the Statler Hotel in New York and plummeted to his death on the sidewalk below. 


“White had been testing the stuff in New York when that guy Olson went out the window and died,” 
Feldman said. “I don't know if he jumped or he was pushed. They say he jumped. Anyway, that’s when 
they shut down the New York operation and moved it to San Francisco.” The Olson affair was 


successfully covered up by the CIA for over 20 years. White, who had been instrumental in the cover-up, 
was promoted to district supervisor. 


Unfazed by the suicide of their colleague, the CIA’s acid enthusiasts were, in fact, more convinced of the 
value of their experiments. They would now focus on LSD as a potent new agent for offensive unconven- 
tional warfare. The drug-testing program resumed in the Bay Area under the cryptonyrn Operation Mid- 
night Climax. It was then that White hired Feldman. 


Posing as J oe Capone, junk dealer and pimp, Feldman infiltrated the seamy North Beach criminal 
demimonde. “I always wanted to be a gangster,” Feldman told me. “So I was good at it. Before long, I had 
half a dozen girls working for me. One day, White calls me into his office. ‘Ike,’ he says, ‘you've been 
doing one hell of ajob as an undercover man. Now I'm gonna give you another assignment. We want you 
to test these mind-bending drugs.’ I said, ‘Why the hell do you want to test mind-bending drugs?’ He 
said, ‘Have you ever heard of The Manchurian Candidate?’ I know about The Manchurian Candidate. In 
fact, I read the book. ‘Well,’ White said, ‘that's why we have to test these drugs, to find out if they can be 
used to brainwash people.’ He says, ‘If we can find outjust how good this stuff works, you'll be doing a 
great deal for your country.” 


These days, Feldman takes offense at how his work has been charqcterized by former cops who knew 
him. “I was no pimp,” Feldman insisted. Yet he freely admitted that his role in Midnight Climax was to 
supply whores. “These cunts all thought I was a racketeer,” Feldman explained. He paid girls $50 to 
$100 a night to lure johns to a safe house apartment that White had set up on Telegraph Hill with funds 
provided by the CIA. Unsuspecting clients were served cocktails laced with powerful doses of LSD and 
other concoctions the CIA sent out to be tested. 


“As George White once told me, ‘Ike, your best information outside comes from the whores and the 
junkies. If you treat a whore nice, she'll treat you nice. If you treat a junkie nice, he'll treat you nice.’ But 
sometimes, when people had information, there was only one way you could get it, If it was a girl, you put 
her tits in a drawer and slammed the drawer. If it was a guy, you took his cock and you hit it with a 
hammer. And they would talk to you. Now, with these drugs, you could get information without having to 
abuse people.” 


The “pad,” as White called the CIA safe house, resembled a playboy's lair, circa 1955. The walls were 
covered with Toulouse-Lautrec posters of French cancan dancers. In the cabinets were sex toys and 
photos of manacled women in black fishnet stockings and studded leather halters. White outfitted the 
place with elaborate bugging equipment, including four microphones disguised as electrical outlets that 
were connected to tape recorders hidden behind a false wall. While Feldman’s hookers served mind- 
altering cocktails and frolicked with the johns, White sat on a portable toilet behind the two-way mirror, 
sipping martinis, watching the experiments, and scribbling notes for his reports to the CIA. 


“We tested this stuff they call the Sextender,” Feldman went on. “There was this Russian ship in the 
harbor. I had a couple of my girls pick up these Russian sailors and bring ‘em back to the pad. White 
wanted to know all kinds of crap, but they weren’t talking. So we had the girls slip ’em this sex drug. It 
gets your dick up like a rat. Stays up for two hours. These guys went crazy. They fucked these poor girls 
until they couldn’t walk straight. The girls were complaining they couldn’t take any more screwing. But 
White found out what he wanted to know. Now this drug, what they call the Sextender, I understand it’s 
being sold to guys who can't get a hard-on.” 


One such drug, called papavarine, is injected directly into the penis with a half-inch needle containing 
about two raindrops’ worth of the medicine. “I tell [the men] to thrust it in like a bullfighter finishing off 
the bull,” said a San Antonio urologist in a recent report on the new therapies used to treat male impo- 
tence. “Dangers include injecting too much drug, so that an erection can last dangerously long and kill 
penile tissue.” The potions are not administered orally, as they were by the CIA, because the drug must 
affect only the penis and not the rest of the body. Drug companies are now working on a cream that can 
be rubbed directly into the penis before intercourse. Feldman claims we have the CIA to thank for these 
medical breakthroughs. 


“White always wanted to try everything himself,” Feldman remembered. “Whatever drugs they sent out, 
it didn't matter, he wanted to see how they worked on him before he tried them on anyone else. He 
always said he never felt a goddamn thing. He thought it was all bullshit. White drank so much booze, he 
couldn't feel his fucking cock. 


“This thing” — Feldman held up the fountain pen gas gun — “the boys in Washington sent it out and told 
us to test the gas. White says to me,’C’mon, Ike. Let’s go outside. I’ll shoot you with it, then you shoot 
me.” ‘Fuck that, ’T said. You ain’t gonna shoot me with that crap.’ So we went outside and I shot George 
White with the gas. He coughed, his face turned red, his eyes started watering. He was choking. Turned 
out, that stuffwas the prototype for Mace.” 


I asked Feldman if he’d ever met Sidney Gottlieb, the elusive scientist who was the brains behind MK- 
ULTRA. “Several times Sidney Gottlieb came out,” Feldman assured me. “I met Gottlieb at the pad, and 
at White's office. White used to send me to the air-port to pick up Sidney and this other wacko, J ohn 
Gittinger, the psychologist. Sidney was a nice guy. He was a fuckin’ nut. They were all nuts. I says, ‘You’re 
a good J ewish boy from Brooklyn, like me. What are you doing with these crazy cocksuckers? He had this 
black bag with him. He says, ‘This is my bag of dirty tricks.’ He had all kinds of crap in that bag. We took 
a drive over to Muir Woods out by Stinson Beach. Sidney says, ‘Stop the car.’ He pulls out a dart gun and 
shoots this big eucalyptus tree with a dart. Then he tells me, Come back in two days and check this tree.’ 
So we go back in two days, the tree was completely dead. Not a leaf left on it. Now that was the 
forerunner of Agent Orange. 


“I went back and I saw White, and he says to me, ‘What do you think of Sidney?’ I said, ‘I think he's a 
fuckin’ nut.’ White says, 'Well, he may be a nut, but this is the program. This is what we do.’ White 
thought they were all assholes. He said, ‘These guys are running our Intelligence?’ but they sent George 
$2,000 a month for the pad, and as long as they paid the bills, we went along with the program.” 
Gottlieb, who now lives in Virginia, refused to be interviewed for this article. 


“Another time, I come back to the pad and the whole joint is littered with these pipe cleaners,” Feldman 
went on. “I said, ‘Who’s smokin’ a pipe?’ Gittinger, one of those CIA nuts, was there with two of my girls. 
He had ’am explaining all these different sex acts, the different positions they knew for humping. Now he 
has them making these little figurines out of the pipe cleaners-men and women screwing in all these 
different positions. He was taking pictures of the figurines and writing a history of each one. These pipe 
cleaner histories were sent back to Washington.” 


A stated goal of Project MK-ULTRA was to determine “if an individual can be trained to perform an act 
of attempted assassination involuntarily” while under the influence of various mind-control techniques, 
and then have no memory of the event later. Feldman told me that in the early ’60s, after the MK- ULTRA 


program had been around for over a decade, he was summoned to George White’s office. White and CIA 
director Allen Dulles were there. 


“They wanted George to arrange to hit Fidel Castro,” Feldman said. “They were gonna soak his cigars 
with LSD and drive him crazy. George called me in because I had this whore, one of my whores was this 
Cuban girl and we were gonna send her down to see Castro with a box of LSD-soaked cigars.” 


Dick Russell, author of a recent book on the Kennedy assassination titled The Man Who Knew Too 
Much, uncovers new evidence to support the theory that Lee Harvey Oswald was a product of MK- 
ULTRA. One of the CIA’s overseas locations for LSD and mindcontrol experiments was Atsugi Naval Air 
base in J apan where Oswald served as a Marine radar technician. Russell says that after his book was 
published, a former CIA counter-intelligence expert called him and said Oswald had been “viewed by the 
CIA as fitting the psychological profile of someone they were looking for in their MK- ULTRA program,” 
and that he had been mind-conditioned to defect to the USSR. 


Robert Kennedy’s assassin, Sirhan Sirhan, while working as a horse trainer at the Santa Anita race track 
near Los Angeles, was introduced to hypnosis and the occult by a fellow groom with shadowy 
connections. Sirhan has always maintained he has no memory of the night he shot Kennedy, 


One of the CIA’s mob contacts long suspected of involvement in J ohn Kennedy's assassination was the 
Las Vegas capo mafioso J ohn Roselli. Roselli had risen to prominence in the Mob by taking over the 
Annenberg- Ragen wire service at Santa Anita, where Oswald’s killer, J ack Ruby, sold a handicapper’s tip 
sheet. Ike Feldman told me Roselli was one of White’s many informants. 


“On more than one occasion, White sent me to the airport to pick up J ohn Roselli and bring him to the 
office,” said Feldman. Roselli was originally from Chicago, where White had served as District Supervisor 
of the Federal Bureau of Narcotics from 1945 through 1947. Following a big opium smuggling bust in 
1947, Jack Ruby was picked up and hauled in for interrogation, then later let off the hook by none other 
than White. Federal Bureau of Narcotics files indicate J ack Ruby was yet another of White’s legion stool 
pigeons. 


The connections between MK-mind-control experiments, the proliferation of the drug culture, Mob/ CIA 
assassination plots, and the emergence of new, lethal viruses go on and on. Fort Detrick in Maryland, 
where Frank Olson worked experimenting with viral strains (such as the deadly microbes Sidney Gottlieb 
personally carried to Africa in an aborted attempt to assassinate Patrice Lumumba), was recently the 
locale of a near disaster involving an outbreak of a newly emerged virus. The event was chronicled in a 
lengthy article published in the New Yorker. 


Though the New Yorker writer did not make the connection between Fort Detrick, SOD, Frank Olson, 
and Mk-NAOMI, he told of a number of monkeys who all died of a highly infectious virus known as 
Ebola that first appeared in 55 African villages in 1976, killing nine out of ten of its victims. Some 
epidemiologists believe AIDS originated in Africa. Feldman claimed the CIA used Africa as a staging 
ground to test germ warfare because “no one gave a goddamn about any of this crap over there.” 


The MK-ULTRA program, the largest domestic operation ever mounted by the CIA, continued well into 
the ’70s. According to Feldman and other CIA experts, it is still continuing today under an alphabet soup 
of different cryptonyms. Indeed, one ex-agent told me it would be foolish to think that a program as 


fruitful as MK-ULTRA would be discontinued. When the agency comes under scrutiny, it simply changes 
the name of the program and continues unabated. 


The public first learned of MK-ULTRA in 1977, with the disclosure of thousands of classified documents 
and CIA testimony before a Senate Subcommittee on Health and Scientific Research chaired by Senator 
Edward Kennedy. Ike Feldman was subpoenaed and appeared on a panel of witnesses, but the senators 
failed to ask him a single question. Sidney Gottlieb, complaining of a heart condition, testified at a 
special semi-public session. He delivered a prepared statement and admitted to having destroyed 
perhaps one set of files. Another set was turned over to Senate investigators. The full extent of the CIA's 
activities under the rubric of MK-ULTRA may never be known. 


George White retired from the Narcotics Bureau in 1965. The last ten years of his life, he lived in Stinson 
Beach, California, where, known as Colonel White, he went on the wagon for a few years and became 
chief of the volunteer fire department. Local residents remember him once turning in four kids for 
smoking pot, and in another incident, spraying a preacher and his congregation with water at a beach 
picnic. He was also known to terrorize his wealthier neighbors by driving his jeep across their lawns. 
After White's death, his widow donated his papers, including diaries, to an electronic surveillance 
museum. As information on MK-ULTRA entered the public domain, people who had known White only 
in his official FBN capacity were stunned to learn of his undercover role as Morgan Hall. 


Ike Feldman, kept alive by a pacemaker, lives with his wife in a quiet suburban Long Island community 
where he tends his garden and oversees a number of business interests. According to George Belk, a 
former head of the Drug Enforcement Agency in New York, Feldman quit the drug agency following a 
probe by the internal security division. “Feldman was the sort of guy who didn’t have too many scruples,” 
said Dan Casey, a retired FBN agent who worked with Feldman in San Francisco. “For him, the ends 
justified the means.” A DEA flack confirmed Feldman “resigned under a cloud” at a time when a number 
of agents came under suspicion for a variety of offenses, none having to do with secret drug-testing 
programs. Feldman asserts he still works for the CIA on a contract basis, mostly in the Far East and 
Korea. 


On the day of our last interview, over lunch at a restaurant in Little Italy, Feldman told me the CIA had 
contacted him and asked him why he was talking to me. 


“Fuck them,” Feldman said. “I do what I want. I never signed any goddamn secrecy agreement.” 


I asked him why he decided to talk with me. "There's too much bullshit in the world," Feldman said. "The 
world runs on bullshit. 


“To make along story short,” he said, using one of his favorite verbal segues, “I want the truth of this to 
be known so that people understand that what we did was good for the country.” 


We ambled down the street to a Chinese grocer, where Feldman carried on a lengthy conversation with 
the owner in Chinese. A couple of young girls, tourists, wanted to have their picture taken with Feldman. 
“Are you a gangster?” they asked. 


“No,” Feldman replied with a wave of his cigar, “I’m a goddamn CIA agent.” 


As we walked on, I asked Feldman to explain how his work had been helpful to the country. 


‘T learned that most of this stuff was necessary for the United States,” he said, “and even though it may 


have hurt somebody in the beginning, in the long run it was important. As long as it did good for the 
country.” 


I pressed him. “How so?” 


“Well, look,” Feldman gestured with his cigar, “We're goddamn free, aren’t we?” 
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"We need a program of psychosurgery for political control 
of our society. The purpose is physical control of the mind. 
Everyone who deviates from the given norm can be 
surgically mutilated." 


"The individual may think that the most important reality is 
his own existence, but this is only his personal point of 
view. This lacks historical perspective. " 


"Man does not have the right to develop his own mind. This 
kind of liberal orientation has great appeal. We must 
electrically control the brain. Some day armies and generals 
will be controlled by electric stimulation of the brain." 


Dr. Jose M.R. Delgado 
Director of Neuropsychiatry 
Yale University Medical School 
Congressional Record, No. 26, Vol. 118 
February 24, 1974 


The Original Captain Trips 


by Todd Brendan Fahey 


EA 


Before Sergeant Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Band...before Timothy Leary...before Ken Kesey's band of 
Merry Pranksters and their Electric Kool-Aid Acid Tests...before the dawn of the Grateful Dead, there 
was Alfred M. Hubbard: the Original Captain Trips. 


You will not read about him in the history books. He left no diary, nor chatty relatives to memorialize him 
in print. And if a cadre of associates had not recently agreed to open its files, Captain Alfred M. Hubbard 
might exist in death as he did in life--a man of mirrors and shadows, revealing himself to even his closest 
friends only on a need-to-know basis. 


They called him "the J ohnny Appleseed of LSD." He was to the psychedelic movement nothing less than 
the membrane through which all passed to enter into the Mysteries. Beverly Hills psychiatrist Oscar 

J aniger once said of Hubbard, "We waited for him like a little old lady for the Sears- Roebuck catalog." 
Waited for him to unlock his ever-present leather satchel loaded with pharmaceutically-pure psilocybin, 
mescaline or his personal favorite, Sandoz LSD-25. 


Those who will talk about Al Hubbard are few. Oscar J aniger told this writer that "nothing of substance 
has been written about Al Hubbard, and probably nothing ever should." 


He is treated like a demigod by some, as a lunatic uncle by others. But nobody is ambivalent about the 
Captain: He was as brilliant as the noonday sun, mysterious as the rarest virus, and friendly like a golden 
retriever. 


The first visage of Hubbard was beheld by Dr. Humphry Osmond, now senior psychiatrist at Alabama's 
Bryce Hospital. He and Dr. J ohn Smythies were researching the correlation between schizophrenia and 
the hallucinogens mescaline and adrenochrome at Weyburn Hospital in Saskatchewan, Canada, when an 
A.M. Hubbard requested the pleasure of Osmond's company for lunch at the swank Vancouver Yacht 
Club. Dr. Osmond later recalled, "It was a very dignified place, and I was rather awed by it. [Hubbard] 
was a powerfully- built man...with a broad face and a firm hand-grip. He was also very genial, an excellent 
host." 


Captain Hubbard was interested in obtaining some mescaline, and, as it was still legal, Dr. Osmond 
supplied him with some. "He was interested in all sorts of odd things," Osmond laughs. Among 
Hubbard's passions was motion. His identity as "captain" came from his master of sea vessels 
certification and a stint in the US Merchant Marine. 


At the time of their meeting in 1953, Al Hubbard owned secluded Daymen Island off the coast of 
Vancouver--a former Indian colony surrounded by a huge wall of oyster shells. To access his 24-acre 
estate, Hubbard built a hangar for his aircraft and a slip for his yacht from a fallen redwood. But it was 
the inner voyage that drove the Captain until his death in 1982. Fueled by psychedelics, he set sail and 
rode the great wave as a neuronaut, with only the white noise in his ears and a fever in his brain. 


His head shorn to a crew and wearing a paramilitary uniform with a holstered long-barrel Colt .45, 
Captain Al Hubbard showed up one day in '63 on the doorstep of a young Harvard psychologist named 
Timothy Leary. 


"He blew in with that uniform...laying down the most incredible atmosphere of mystery and flamboyance, 
and really impressive bullshit!" Leary recalls. "He was pissed off. His Rolls Royce had broken down on 
the freeway, so he went to a pay phone and called the company in London. That's what kind of guy he 
was. He started name- dropping like you wouldn't believe...claimed he was friends with the Pope." 


Did Leary believe him? 
"Well, yeah, no question." 


The captain had come bearing gifts of LSD, which he wanted to swap for psilocybin, the synthetic magic 
mushroom produced by Switzerland's Sandoz Laboratories. "The thing that impressed me," Leary 
remembers, "is on one hand he looked like a carpetbagger con man, and on the other he had these most- 
impressive people in the world on his lap, basically backing him." 


Among Hubbard's heavyweight cheerleaders was Aldous Huxley, author of the sardonic novel Brave New 
World. Huxley had been turned on to mescaline by Osmond in '53, an experience that spawned the 


seminal psychedelic handbook The Doors of Perception. Huxley became an unabashed sponsor for the 
chemicals then known as "psychotomimetic'"--literally, "madness mimicking." 


But neither Huxley nor Hubbard nor Osmond experienced madness, and Dr. Osmond wrote a rhyme to 
Huxley one day in the early 1950s, coining a new word for the English language, and a credo for the next 
generation: 


To fathom hell or soar angelic, 


J ust take a pinch of psychedelic. 


KOK OK 


Those who knew Al Hubbard would describe him as just a 
"barefoot boy from Kentucky," who never got past third - 
grade. But as a young man, the shoeless hillbilly was 
purportedly visited by a pair of angels, who told him to 
build something. He had absolutely no training, "but he 
had these visions, and he learned to trust them early on," 
says Willis Harman, director of the Institute of Noetic 
Sciences in Sausalito, CA. 


In 1919, guided by other-worldly forces, Hubbard invented 
the Hubbard Energy Transformer, a radioactive battery 
that could not be explained by the technology of the day. 
The Seattle Post- Intelligencer reported that Hubbard's 
invention, hidden in an 11" x 14" box, had powered a ferry- "~~ ; 
sized vessel around Seattle's Portico Bay nonstop for three "o g 
days. Fifty percent rights to the patent were eventually pa 
bought by the Radium Corporation of Pittsburgh for i 

$75,000, and nothing more was heard of the Hubbard Energy Transformer. 


Hubbard stifled his talents briefly as an engineer in the early 1920s, but an unquenchable streak of 
mischief burned in the boy inventor. Vancouver magazine's Ben Metcalfe reports that Hubbard soon took 
ajob as a Seattle taxi driver during Prohibition. With a sophisticated ship-to-shore communications 
system hidden in the trunk of his cab, Hubbard helped rum-runners to successfully ferry booze past the 
US and Canadian Coast Guards. He was, however, caught by the FBI and went to prison for 18 months. 


After his release, Hubbard's natural talent for electronic communications attracted scouts from Allen 
Dulles's Office of Strategic Services (OSS). Also according to Metcalfe, Hubbard was at least peripherally 
involved in the Manhattan Project. 


The captain was pardoned of any and all wrongdoing by Harry S. Truman under Presidential Pardon 
#2676, and subsequently became agent Captain Al Hubbard of the OSS. As a maritime specialist, 
Hubbard was enjoined to ship heavy armaments from San Diego to Canada at night, without lights, in the 
waning hours of World War II--an operations of dubious legality, which had him facing a Congressional 
investigation. To escape federal indictment, Hubbard moved to Vancouver and became a Canadian 


citizen. 


Parlaying connections and cash, Hubbard founded Marine Manufacturing, a Vancouver charter- boat 
concern, and in his early 40s realized his lifelong ambition of becoming a millionaire. By 1950 he was 
scientific director of the Uranium Corporation of Vancouver, owned his own fleet of aircraft, a 100-foot 
yacht, and a Canadian island. And he was miserable. 


"Al was desperately searching for meaning in his life," says Willis Harman. Seeking enlightenment, 
Hubbard returned to an area near Spokane, WA, where he'd spent summers during his youth. He hiked 
into the woods and an angel purportedly appeared to him in a clearing. "She told Al that something 
tremendously important to the future of mankind would be coming soon, and that he could play a role in 
it if he wanted to," says Harman. "But he hadn't the faintest clue what he was supposed to be looking for." 


In 1951, reading The Hibberd J ournal, a scientific paper of the time, Hubbard stumbled across an article 
about the behavior of rats given LSD. "He knew that was it," says Harman. Hubbard went and found the 
person conduction the experiment, and came back with some LSD for himself. After his very first acid 
experience, he became a True Believer. 


"Hubbard discovered psychedelics as a boon and a sacrament," recalls Leary. 


A 1968 resume states that Hubbard was at various times employed by the Canadian Special Services, the 
US J ustice Department and, ironically, what is now the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms. 
Whether he was part of the CIA mind-control project known as MK-ULTRA, might never be known: all 
paperwork generated in connection with that diabolical experiment was destroyed in "73 by MK-ULTRA 
chief Dr. Sidney Gottlieb, on orders from then-CIA Director Richard Helms, citing a "paper crisis." 


Under the auspices of MK-ULTRA the CIA regularly dosed its agents and associates with powerful 
hallucinogens as a preemptive measure against the Soviets' own alleged chemical technology, often with 
disastrous results. The secret project would see at least two deaths: tennis pro Harold Blauer died after a 
massive injection of MDA; and the army's own Frank Olson, a biological- warfare specialist, crashed 
through a closed window in the 12th floor of New York's Statler Hotel, after drinking cognac laced with 
LSD during a CIA symposium. Dr. Osmond doubts that Hubbard would have been associated with such a 
project "not particularly on humanitarian grounds, but on the grounds that it was bad technique." 


[ Note: Recently, a researcher for WorldNetDaily and author of a forthcoming book based on the Frank 
Olson "murder," revealed to this writer that he has received, via a FOIA request of CIA declassified 
materials, documents which indicate that Al Hubbard was, indeed, in contact with Dr. Sidney Gottlieb 
and George Hunter White--an FBI narcotics official who managed Operation Midnight Climax, a joint 
CIA/ FBI blackmail project in which unwitting "johns" were given drinks spiked with LSD by CIA- 
managed prostitutes, and whose exploits were videotaped from behind two-way mirrors at posh hotels in 
both New York and San Francisco. The researcher would reveal only that Al Hubbard's name "appeared 
in connection with Gottlieb and White, but the material is heavily redacted."] 


Hubbard's secret connections allowed him to expose over 6,000 people to LSD before it was effectively 
banned in '66. He shared the sacrament with a prominent Monsignor of the Catholic Church in North 
America, explored the roots of alcoholism with AA founder Bill Wilson, and stormed the pearly gates with 
Aldus Huxley (in a session that resulted in the psychedelic tome Heaven and Hell), as well as supplying 


most of the Beverly Hills psychiatrists, who, in turn, turned on actors Cary Grant, J ames Coburn, J ack 
Nicholson, novelist Anais Nin, and filmmaker Stanley Kubrick. 


Laura Huxley met Captain Hubbard for the first time at her and her husband's Hollywood Hills home in 
the early 1960s. "He showed up for lunch one afternoon, and he brought with him a portable tank filled 
with a gas of some kind. He offered some to us," she recalls, "but we said we didn't care for any, so he put 
it down and we all had lunch. He went into the bathroom with the tank after lunch, and breathed into it 
for about ten seconds. It must have been very concentrated, because he came out revitalized and very 
jubilant, talking about a vision he had seen of the Virgin Mary." 


"I was convinced that he was the man to bring LSD to planet Earth," remarks, Myron Stolaroff, who was 
assistant to the president of long-range planning at Ampex Corporation when he met the captain. 
Stolaroff learned of Hubbard through philosopher Gerald Heard, a friend and spiritual mentor to Huxley. 
"Gerald had reached tremendous levels of contemplative prayer, and I didn't know what in the world he 
was doing fooling around with drugs." 


Heard had written a letter to Stolaroff, describing the beauty of his psychedelic experience with Al 
Hubbard. "That letter would be priceless--but Hubbard, I'm sure, arranged to have it stolen.... He was a 
sonofabitch: God and the Devil, both there in full force." 


Stolaroff was so moved by Heard's letter that, in '56, he agreed to take LSD with Hubbard in Vancouver. 
"After that first LSD experience, I said 'this is the greatest discovery man has ever made." 


He was not alone. 


Through his interest in aircraft, Hubbard had become friends with a prominent Canadian businessman. 
The businessman eventually found himself taking LSD with Hubbard and, after coming down, told 
Hubbard never to worry about money again: He had seen the future, and Al Hubbard was its Acid 
Messiah. 


Hubbard abandoned his uranium empire and, for the next decade, traveled the globe as a psychedelic 
missionary. "Al's dream was to open up a worldwide chain of clinics as training grounds for other LSD 
researchers," says Stolaroff. His first pilgrimage was to Switzerland, home of Sandoz Laboratories, 
producers of both Delysid (trade name for LSD) and psilocybin. He procured a gram of LSD (roughly 
10,000 doses) and set up shop in a safe-deposit vault in the Zurich airport's duty-free section. From there 
he was able to ship quantities of his booty without a tariff to a waiting world. 


Swiss officials quickly detained Hubbard for violating the nation's drug laws, which provided no 
exemption from the duty-free provision. Myron Stolaroff petitioned Washington for the Captain's release, 
but the State Department wanted nothing to do with Al Hubbard. Oddly, when a hearing was held, blue- 
suited officials from the department were in attendance. The Swiss tribunal declared Hubbard's passport 
invalid for five years, and he was deported. Undeterred, Hubbard traveled to Czechoslovakia, where he 
had another gram of LSD put into tablet form by Chemapol--a division of the pharmaceutical giant Spofa-- 
and then flew west. 


Procuring a Ph.D. in biopsychology from a less-than-esteemed academic outlet called Taylor University, 
the captain became Dr. Alfred M. Hubbard, clinical therapist. In '57, he met Ross MacLean, medical 


superintendent of the Hollywood Hospital in New Westminster, Canada. MacLean was so impressed with 
Hubbard's knowledge of the human condition that he devoted an entire wing of the hospital to the study 
of psychedelic therapy for chronic alcoholics. 


According to Metcalfe, MacLean was also attracted to the fact that Hubbard was Canada's sole licensed 
importer of Sandoz LSD. "I remember seeing Al on the phone in his living room one day. He was elated 
because the FDA had just given him IND#1," says one Hubbard confidante upon condition of anonymity. 


His Investigational New Drug permit also allowed Hubbard to experiment with LSD in the USA. For the 
next few years, Hubbard--together with Canadian psychiatrist Abram Hoffer and Dr. Humphry Osmond-- 
pioneered a psychedelic regimen with a recovery rate of between 60% and 70%--far above that of AA or 
Schick Hospital's so-called "aversion therapy." Hubbard would lift mentally- disturbed lifelong alcoholics 
out of psychosis with a mammoth dose of liquid LSD, letting them view their destructive habits from a 
completely new vantage point. "As a therapist, he was one of the best," says Stolaroff, who worked with 
Hubbard until 1965 at the International Federation for Advanced Study in Menlo Park, California, which 
he founded after leaving Ampex. 


Whereas many LSD practitioners were content to strap their patients onto a 3' x 6' cot and have them 
attempt to perform a battery of mathematical formulae with a head full of LSD, Hubbard believed in a 
comfortable couch and throw pillows. He also employed icons and symbols to send the experience into a 
variety of different directions: someone uptight may be asked to look at a photo of a glacier, which would 
soon melt into blissful relaxation; a person seeking the spiritual would be directed to a picture of J esus, 
and enter into a one-on-one relationship with the Savior. 


But Hubbard's days at Hollywood Hospital ended in 1957, not long after they had begun, after a 
philosophical dispute with Ross MacLean. The suave hospital administrator was getting fat from the 
$1,000/ dose fees charged to Hollywood's elite patients, who included members of the Canadian 
Parliament and the American film community. Hubbard, who believed in freely distributing LSD for the 
world good, felt pressured by MacLean to share in the profits, and ultimately resigned rather than accept 
an honorarium for his services. 


His departure came as the Canadian Medical Association was becoming increasingly suspicious of 
Hollywood Hospital in the wake of publicity surrounding MK- ULTRA. The Canadian Citizen's 
Commission on Human Rights had already discovered one Dr. Harold Abramson, a CIA contract 
psychiatrist, on the board of MacLean's International Association for Psychedelic Therapy, and external 
pressure was weighing on MacLean to release Al Hubbard, the former OSS officer with suspected CIA 
links. Compounding Hubbard's plight was the death of his Canadian benefactor, leaving Hubbard with 
neither an income nor the financial cushion upon which he had become dependent. 


His services were eventually recruited by Willis Harman, then- Director of the Educational Policy 
Research Center within the Stanford Research Institute (SRI) of Stanford University. Harman employed 
Hubbard as a security guard for SRI, "although," Harman admits, "Al never did anything resembling 
security work." 


Hubbard was specifically assigned to the Alternative Futures Project, which performed future- oriented 
strategic planning for corporations and government agencies. Harman and Hubbard shared a goal "to 
provide the [LSD] experience to political and intellectual leaders around the world." Harman 


acknowledges that "Al's job was to run the special [LSD] sessions for us." 


According to Dr. Abram Hoffer, "Al had a grandiose idea that if he could give the psychedelic experience 
to the major executives of the Fortune 500 companies, he would change the whole of society." 


Hubbard's tenure at SRI was uneasy. The political bent of the Stanford think-tank was decidedly left- 
wing, clashing sharply with Hubbard's own world-perspective. "Al was really an arch-conservative," says 
the confidential source. "He really didn't like what the hippies were doing with LSD, and he held Timothy 
Leary in great contempt." 


Humphry Osmond recalls a particular psilocybin session in which "Al got greatly preoccupied with the 
idea that he ought to shoot Timothy, and when I began to reason with him that this would be a very bad 
idea...1 became much concerned that he might shoot me..." 


"To Al," says Myron Stolaroff, "LSD enabled man to see his true self, his true nature and the true order of 
things." But, to Hubbard, the true order of things had little to do with the antics of the American Left. 


Recognizing its potential psychic hazards, Hubbard believed that LSD should be administered and 
monitored by trained professionals. He claimed that he had stockpiled more LSD than anyone on the 
planet besides Sandoz--including the US government--and he clearly wanted a firm hand in influencing 
the way it was used. However, Hubbard refused all opportunities to become the LSD Philosopher- King. 
Whereas Leary would naturally gravitate toward any microphone available, Hubbard preferred the role of 
the silent curandero, providing the means for the experience, and letting voyagers decipher its meaning 
for themselves. When cornered by a video camera shortly before this death, and asked to say something 
to the future, Hubbard replied simply, "You're the future." 


In March of 1966, the cold winds of Congress blew out all hope for Al Hubbard's enlightened Mother 
Earth. Facing a storm of protest brought on by Leary's reckless antics and the "LSD-related suicide" of 
Diane Linkletter, President Lyndon J ohnson signed into law the Drug Abuse Control Amendment, which 
declared lysergic acid diethylamide a Schedule I substance; simple possession was deemed a felony, 
punishable by 15 years in prison. According to Humphry Osmond, Hubbard lobbied Vice-President 
Hubert Humphrey, who reportedly took the cause of LSD into the Senate chambers, and emerged un- 
victorious. 


"[The government] had a deep fear of having their picture of reality challenged," mourns Harman. "It had 
nothing to do with people harming their lives with chemicals-- because if you took all the people who had 
ever had any harmful effects from psychedelics, it's minuscule compared to those associated with alcohol 
and tobacco." 


FDA chief J ames L. Goddard ordered agents to seize all remaining psychedelics not accounted for by 
Sandoz. "It was scary," recalls Dr. Oscar J aniger, whose Beverly Hills office was raided and years' worth 
of clinical research confiscated. 


Hubbard begged Abram Hoffer to let him hide his supply in Hoffer's Canadian Psychiatric Facility. But 
the doctor refused, and its believed that Hubbard sent most of his LSD back to Switzerland, rather than 
risk prosecution. When the panic subsided, only five government- approved scientists were allowed to 
continue LSD research--none using humans, and none of them associated with Al Hubbard. In 1968, his 


finances in ruins, Hubbard was forced to sell his private island sanctuary for what one close friend termed 
"a pittance." He filled a number of boats with the antiquated electronics used in his eccentric nuclear 
experiments, and left Daymen Island for California. Hubbard's efforts in his last decade were effectively 
wasted, according to most of his friends. Lack of both finances and government permit to resume 
research crippled all remaining projects he may have had in the hopper. 


After SRI canceled his contract in 1974 Hubbard went into semiretirement, splitting his time between a 5- 
acre ranch in Vancouver and an apartment in Menlo Park. But in 1978, battling an enlarged heart and 
never far away from a bottle of pure oxygen, Hubbard make one last run at the FDA. He applied for an 
IND to use LSD-25 on terminal cancer patients, furnishing the FDA with two decades of clinical 
documentation. The FDA set the application aside, pending the addition to Hubbard's team of a medical 
doctor, a supervised medical regimen, and an AMA-accredited hospital. Hubbard secured the help of 
Oscar J aniger, but the two could not agree on methodology, and J aniger bowed out, leaving Al Hubbard, 
in his late 70s, without the strength to carry on alone. 


Says Willis Harman: "He knew that his work was done." 


x OOK OK 


The Captain lived out his last days nearly broke, having exhausted his resources trying to harness a 
dream. Like the final fleeting hour of an acid trip--when the edge softens and a man realizes that he will 
not solve the secrets of the Universe, despite what the mind had said earlier-- Hubbard smiled gracefully, 
laid down his six- shooter, and retired to a mobile home in Casa Grande, Arizona. 


On August 31, 1982, at the age of 81, Al Hubbard was called home, having ridden the dream like a rodeo 
cowboy. On very quiet nights, with the right kind of ears, you can hear him giving God hell. 


Friends. 


Alfred M. Hubbard: Coil Generator 


Fhoto which oppecred in the Seattle “Post-Intelligencer’ in 1717 shows Alfred M. 
Hubbard demonstrating his mysterious energy tronaformer in his home loboratery. 


Twentieth-Century Neuronaut 


Timothy Leary: The Far Gone Interview 


by Todd Brendan Fahey 


I was driving in traffic along West Temple on a hot Summer afternoon, when I felt the marquis outside 
of the Zephyr Club grinning down at me like some kind of self-satisfied voyeur--an unsettling 
experience that I hoped might finally be one of the "flashbacks" I'd always heard about, but which had 
never seemed to manifest in my own body chemistry. The sign announced an upcoming visit with none 
other than Timothy Leary; and having just spent a mad weekend on Ken Kesey's farm the previous 
month, I wasn't about to trifle with the Lords of Karma: I was riding a lucky streak. I also owned 
Leary's phone number from a 1990 interview I had done with the Mad Doktor. Leary remembered that 
phone conversation and agreed immediately to dinner. 


From an elevator inside Salt Lake City's historic Peery Hotel, Leary emerged looking like some kind of 
harlequin jester. The shockingly bright checkerboard shirt under a purple vest, which bore the insignia 
“Anarchic," must have been a calculated media ploy, I reasoned. He was tanned to the point of sunburn 
and wore, as always, a thousand-watt smile and a pair of white, high-top tennis shoes. Between quick, 
nervous puffs on his Benson & Hedges, we discussed the new face of electronic stimulation, the novel as 
an archaic art form--the possibility of fucking giving way to the sperm bank--revealing why the 
graying Pied Piper of the Sixties is still very much in demand in the Nineties. 


INTERVIEW (Salt Lake City, Utah, September 28, 1992) 
Fahey: What have you been doing these days? What's your schedule? 


Leary: Well, I give about ten to fifteen radio and television interviews and press interviews a week, and I 


give, oh, five or six performances a month. I'm involved with helping develop methods of electronic 
communications, which I will demonstrate tonight at the Zephyr Club--brain activating techniques using 
electrons--and I'm developing computer programs that allow you to design your own hallucinations and 
to operate your own brain. And I spend most of my time hanging out with the most interesting people in 
the world, from whom I learn things. 


Fahey: Who do you see as the most important neuronauts of the last 50 years? 
Leary: What do you mean by the word "neuronauts"? 
Fahey: Well, people who have been involved in the consciousness-expanding frontier in the last 50 years. 


Leary: Oh, that's a good question. The 20th century has been, historically, has been the century in which 
the basic philosophic and scientific principles which run the universe-- which is quantum physics-- have 
been popularized, humanized, disseminated, domesticated, so that people can learn how to communicate 
with their brains, and not just with status symbols. And learn how to operate their brains. All this comes 
directly from the principles of Einstein and Heisenberg, who said, ` the observer creates the universe that 
he or she interacts with.' So, I say the great neuronauts would be Einstein and Heisenberg and Bohr, and 
people like that--the people that have applied brain- change techniques. 


You start with, of course, the modern artists, the surrealists who totally destroyed reality. It's all an 
attempt to...the 20th century, and the neurological task of our species is to somehow be able to get out of 
your left brain, out of your mind, precisely, under control, and access the rest of your brain; and then, of 
course, to be able to go right back to your left brain any time you want to. So, the modern artists did this; 
they were able to put incredible hallucinations on canvas and still operate very successfully. 


The literature of the 20th century that I prize has been totally right- brain, that is fuzzing up literate 
grammar; of course, we'll start with J ames J oyce, and then with William Burroughs and Brion Gyson 
who cut the word line and destroyed grammar; I would include people like Thomas Pynchon and William 
Gibson in the current generation. Certainly, music of the 20th century is quantum physics, emphasizing 
innovation and improvisation, and, of course, jazz. And rock music--definitely out to destroy left-brain 
mind focus and to expand consciousness. 


The philosophy of the 20th century--again, its language, linguistic--is based upon quantum physics. The 
psychology of the 20th century, starting in the 1960s is, again, designed to activate brains and to allow us 
to operate our brain, both the left brain and the right brain. 


That covers it: we have science, linguistics, philosophy, art, music, literature [laughs]. Excuse me [heads 
off to find a match]. 


Fahey: To what extent do the psychedelics factor into this equation? 


Leary: [Laughs] Well, of course, one thing I omitted in my litany of brain-changing techniques is the use 
of drugs, which became popularized in the Sixties, but they trace back to the early 20th century [sic]. It's 
the socialization and popularization of the notion that you can change your brain, change your mind, 
change your mood, boot up, turn on, turn off, drop out, turn in, drop in [trademark Leary grin]. It is 


interesting that I omitted psychedelic drugs in that list of... 
Fahey: Maybe that shows where you've evolved at this certain state in your life. 


Leary: Well, no, I just take that for granted. I think we have to give a lot of credit to the pharmacologists 
and the psychedelic philosophers like Alan Watts, Aldous Huxley, Gerald Heard, our wonderful group at 
Harvard, and the dedicated LSD wizards like Stanislav Grof and Sasha Shulgin--the great designer drug 
wizard from Berkeley... 


Fahey: Abram Hoffer. 


Leary: And, of course, Hoffer. And the group around Al Hubbard, who was the great, enigmatic triple- 
agent. 


Fahey: We could talk about the Sixties all day long, but it wouldn't serve much of a purpose. To what 
extent, within this "reality smashing"... 


Leary: Well, the word "reality smashing" is very tricky. What is real is what your neurons are processing. 
And hallucinations are just as real as anything on the outside. There's an external reality and internal 
reality. Inner reality is certainly more important than the outer reality. It is the outer reality that we have 
to talk about, agree upon, fight over and organize in order to survive. But this notion that the outer, for 
example that the foreign policy of the Reagan and Bush is somehow reality, more real than, uhh [fades 
off]. It's very complicated, and I object to anyone grabbing the term "reality"... 


Fahey: What I was getting at was, to what extent are the psychedelics today even a part of any movement 
to get beyond what we know as our day-to-day sense? Are psychedelics minor, compared to the computer 
applications that are going on today? Were psychedelics a launching point? Are they a thing of the past? 


Leary: We're talking about the brain. And unless you have some way of really activating the brain, people 
are going to use electrons as simply as external devices for power, control and money. So, yes, unless 
someone has had psychedelic experiences, they simply don't understand how to operate or use electronic 
devices except for materialistic reasons. It's no accident that the people who popularized the personal 
computer were Steve J obs and Steve Wozniak, both barefoot, longhaired acid-freaks. It's no accident that 
most of the people in the software computer industry have had very thoughtful, very profitable and 
creative psychedelic experiences. Bill Gates, rumor has it, was a very active psychedelic proponent when 
he was at Harvard, before he, uhh... 


Fahey: Founded Microsoft. 


Leary: Yeah. So, you could go right down the line of the people who are the...it's well-known that the 
software, not the hardware, but the software so-called industry is saturated with people who have been 
turned on profitably, respectably and creatively by LSD. 


KK OK 


Fahey: Is there any future for the psychedelics, in either medical research or social applications? Or do 


you see any in the future? 


Leary: Well, I think the medical profession, we all know that, is totally corrupt. Every doctor nowis a 
corporation. And medical research in this country is government-sponsored and government- funded or 
funded by large drug companies. I think that government corporations should fucking keep their hands 
off the brain-change substances. The idea of a government-sponsored, authorized, doctor giving LSD to 
mess around with people's brains is the ultimate Orwellian nightmare. The operational access to and use 
of your own mind and brain is a highly individual choice. J ust as the right-wing government and 
politician's religions want to control women's reproductive organs, they want to control brains. The key, 
here, is that...the adult American should be able to do with their mind or their body what she wants to. 


So, I'm bored with discussions of the social, because it's highly individual--it's not just individuals, it's 
individuals in small groups. Because individuals, by themselves, taking psychedelics are alienated, lost, 
fucked up; you've got to do it in small groups. That's the basic shamanic [pause], which Socrates taught 
us, and which Aldous Huxley taught us at Harvard. Small groups. 


KK OK 


Fahey: Do you run into [Augustus Stanley] Owsley [the Sixties' Robin Hood of LSD]? 


Leary: I see Owsley every time I go to a Grateful Dead concert. He's there backstage. He's selling jewelry, 
which you have to look at through a magnifying glass; incredibly talented miniature, almost molecular 
jeweler now. 


Fahey: His days of production are over, I assume. Long over. 
Leary: [shrugs] None of my business. 


Fahey: Where are we in the process of expanding our horizons? What do you see as the next wave, or the 
current wave? 


Leary: By "we," I assume you mean the human race; which always means individuals. The use of 
multimedia electronic software--CDROM discs, audiovisual disks--will put into the hands of every Third 
World kid, every inner-city kid in America the ability to boot up, activate, turn on their right brain, to 
reprogram their left brain. The use of electrons for brain-change and for brain-fucking and brain- 
reprogramming has been perfected in the form of the television commercial. And I totally admire a 
thousand years of the Catholic Church, using jewels, organs, rose windows and that sort of stuff to, uhh 
[pause]. What we're understanding now is that the human brain is a photovore. That means that the 
human brain lives on light. 


Fahey: How so? Explain that to someone having difficulty understanding the concept. 


Leary: Every metaphor approximating the visionary experience is optical: illumination, revelation, 
insight, perspective, reflection. Right down the list. I'm too senile to remember all of them, but punch 
"lumination" up into your computer thesaurus, and you'll get [laughs, nods, fades]. Light has always 
been the statement of the ultimate brain experience: Tibetans talk about the White Light of the Void. 


Dante's Heaven was total white...the Egyptian religions, sun. These are primitive anticipations of what 
we now have available. The human brain is starved for electronic stimulation; the human brain is 
addicted to light. We can't control the sun, but through diamonds and rose windows [interrupted by 
waitress; Leary orders cup of coffee]. 


Leary: ...we're now using electrons to create what's called "virtual reality," electronic realities, which 
mean brain realities of course, because for the brain to use the body to communicate in terms of words-- 
nine muscles of your vocal chords to create the words that I am now, or printing presses to print out 
book--is extremely crude, when you consider the human brain can deal with a hundred and fifty million 
signals a second. We use oral and hand tools, mechanical forms of communication, basically for material 
purposes; but we're now into the concept of direct brain exchange or brain communication, on screens. I 
think perhaps as important as LSD is a new device called the video projector; and what this means is that 
you have a small hand-held device that you can plug in a videotape, anywhere you go-- which means you 
can bring one, I can bring one, and on our wall we can mix our electronic environments: you can have 
George Bush giving a speech on your projector, and I can be putting in Madonna taking off her clothes. 
I'm kidding, of course [winks]. 


The video projector is an extraordinary empowerment of the individual. We can no longer sit in front of 
the television screen like ameboids, just sucking up what they're putting there. We can now move around 
and put on the walls what we have stored in our CDROM computers. 


The empowerment of the individual implied in video projectors, of course, was not understood by the 
engineers who designed it; but it is thrilling. And in retrospect, you see, it was entirely predictable. Forty 
years ago, you had to go to a theater to see electrons sprayed on a big screen. Then you had television, 
and you could sit in your livingroom and you could have your own little screen. Now, with the 
multiplication of cable and the clicker, you can lie in bed and change your screen; now, with wall-sized 
screens, operating on a hand-held projector is just the ultimate empowerment of the individual to 
communicate brain-to-brain. 


Fahey: Do you think psychedelics can be replaced by other experiences, or will there always be a need for 
an internal ingestion of something to... 


Leary: That's like saying, will fucking be replaced as a form of sperm/ egg interaction by sperm banks and 
egg banks. It's all up to you. [pause] We are told by the ethnobotanists and by the neurologists that there 
are probably seventy or eighty or more receptor sites in the brain for seventy or eighty different kinds of 
drugs, all, by the way, coming from plants. And we discovered maybe the twentieth now: the coca leaf, 
the marijuana leaf, the poppy seed, the ergot on rye, which is LSD; but there are at least fifty plant 
products that we are going to be using in the next twenty years, so tough shit, Nancy--we've hardly begun 
this game. [laughter on both sides]. 


Fahey: Have you read Ken Kesey's new novel yet? 
Leary: Huh-uh, did you? 
Fahey: I've gotten through chapter eight or nine of it. I think it's a brilliant piece of work. 


Leary: Good. I love Ken Kesey. I don't think the novel, just as letters mass-produced in printing presses is 


the real way to communicate now. Anyone who writes a book now, half of it should be a videoed, 
multimedia book. But I adore Ken Kesey, and I'm sure that what he produced, there, is something that 
could be enjoyed as an archaic form of art, just as Picasso's [pause]; I just honor and adore Ken Kesey. I 
should also say that Ken Kesey is spending more of his time making films than he is writing books. 


Fahey: Right now he is? Currently? 


Leary: Oh, for the last five or six years he has. People criticize Ken because he hasn't been writing books, 
but I endorse the fact that he's been doing both. 


Fahey: So you don't consider his attempt to videotape or tape his whole Bus experience a waste of time, 
like so many other people did? 


Leary: Well, the literary mafia running out of New York City considers anything that substitutes for 
printed letters on wood pulp, anything less than that is an inferior product. I credit Kesey for doing both. 
No reason why you can't do both. 


Also, I wanted to point out that Ken Kesey taught a course at the University of Oregon, in which the 
computer was basically like a videotelephone, the mind-link; and he had a group of student using 
computers to link their minds to write a group book, which was one of the most brilliant uses of 
computers ever performed. And I honor Ken Kesey for that. 


Fahey: Caverns. 


Leary: McLuhan said, 'the medium is the message.’ You can argue about how great that computer book 
is, as compared to Proust or Hemingway; that's not the issue. The fact that a group did it together--and 
presumably other people can add to it--is introducing medium. And Kesey will be probably as famous for 
that as for anything else he did. 


Fahey: Even if people don't see it now. 


Leary: Well, nobody ever understands what a pioneer is doing. And the people who believe in the literal 
sanctity and holiness of the printed word hate the idea that Kesey is having a group of people come 
together using computers to produce a group thing; the fact that they're literally threatened by being put 
out of business. If they don't oppose you, you're in trouble. So it was inevitable that Kesey would not be 
honored for that. It was a great act of courage on Kesey's part to do that, because he is not basically an 
electronic, cybernetic person; he's a people person. And he understood, intuitively, that the computer 
could be used as a group party-line telephone: a mind-phone. 


[Phone call for Dr. Leary interrupts conversation] 


KK OK 


[Leary reenters with KUED television reporter] 


Leary: We're about finished, aren't we? 
Fahey: Yeah, we are. 


Leary: [Archly] More wisdom has poured out in the last ten minutes...[laughs]. It would take a hundred 
books to reel in what we've gone over, here. 


Fahey: Let me ask you one last question. 
Leary: Sure. 
Fahey: If you had to do it all over again, is there anything you would do differently, substantially? 


Leary: Damn right! I would have fucked more, taken more psychedelic drugs and spent more time with 
my family [laughter all around]. 


KK OK 


[Leary begins talking about Rolling Stone magazine; Fahey turns tape backon ] 


Leary: Jann Wenner has an editorial, full page, endorsing Clinton; and the last line of it [fades]. I've 
known Wenner since he was an eighteen-year old kid stringer for Ramparts magazine. `The day Clinton 
is elected President will be the greatest moment of our lives." [hysterical laughter from Leary] 


Unidentified Camera Man: Wennerlogic. 


Leary: Yeah, exactly. You know, I personally don't like Jann; nobody likes him. But I've got to 
admire his insipidity; he's so self-centered and so narcissistic. J ann Wenner is the essence baby- boomer. 
He was born in J anuary 1946: the first month [bangs fist on table ] of the baby boom. He's always been 
the leader of it. 


Adventuring in Time. 


The Hippocampus, Memory, Time-Lining and The NLP Practitioner. 


First Method. Let the Exempt Adept first train himself to think backwards by external 
means, as set forth here following. 


("a") Let him learn to write backwards, with either hand. 
("b") Let him learn to walk backwards. 


("c") Let him constantly watch, if convenient, cinematograph films, and listen to 
phonograph records, reversed, and let him so accustom himself to these that they appear 
natural, and appreciable as a whole. 


("d") Let him practice speaking backwards; thus for "I am He" let him say, "Eh ma I". 


("e") Let him learn to read backwards. In this it is difficult to avoid cheating one's self, as 
an expert reader sees a sentence at a glance. Let his disciple read aloud to him 
backwards, slowly at first, then more quickly. 


("f") Of his own ingenium, let him devise other methods. 


12.In this his brain will at first be overwhelmed by a sense of utter confusion; secondly, it 
will endeavour to evade the difficulty by a trick. The brain will pretend to be working 
backwards when it is really normal. It is difficult to describe the nature of the trick, but 
it will be quite obvious to anyone who has done practices ("a") and ("b") for a day or 
two. They become quite easy, and he will think that he is making progress, an illusion 
which close analysis will dispel. 


13.Having begun to train his brain in this manner, and obtained some little success, let 
the Exempt Adept, seated in his Asana, think first of his present attitude, next of the act of 
being seated, next of his entering the room, next of his robing, et cetera, exactly as it 
happened. And let him most strenuously endeavour to think each act as happening 
backwards. It is not enough to think: "I am seated here, and before that I was standing, 
and before that I entered the room," etc. That series is the trick detected in the 
preliminary practices. The series must not run "ghi-def-abc" but "ihgfedcba": not "horse 
a is this" but "esroh a si siht". To obtain this thoroughly well, practice ("c") is very 
useful. The brain will be found to struggle constantly to right itself, soon accustoming 
itself to accept "esroh" as merely another glyph for "horse." This tendency must be 
constantly combated. 


14.In the early stages of this practice the endeavour should be to meticulous minuteness 
of detail in remembering actions; for the brain's habit of thinking forwards will at first 
be insuperable. Thinking of large and complex actions, then, will give a series which we 
may symbolically write "opqrstu-hijklmn-abcdefg." If these be split into detail, we shall 
have "stu-pqr-o---mn-kI-hij---fg-cde-ab," which is much nearer to the ideal 
“utsrqponmlkjihgfedcba." 


Aleister Crowley. LIBER Taw-Yod-Shin-Aleph-Resh-Bet (ThIShARB) VIAE MEMORIAE 
sub figura CMXIII 


The hippocampus, of which there are two, is so called because apparently it looks a bit like a sea horse. 


errr? 


Hippocampus Hippopotamus 


A part of the limbic system and adjacent to the amygdala and the olfactory bulb, the hippocampus plays 
an important role in memory function. It is probably because the olfactory bulb (smell) is so nearby that 
memories are so easily evoked with smell. It is for this reason that I suggest the NLPer in clinical practice 
has a ready supply of evocative smells at the ready. Most people are aware of how powerful olfactory 
anchors can be and it is these anchors that are all to frequently overlooked by those in therapeutic 
practice. For example, when working with a client with a phobia of the dentist, it might be wise to acquire 
that peculiar pink solution that is used as a mouth rinse by virtually every dentist on the planet. Think 
about it. 


The type of memory mediated by the hippocampus is referred to as"declarative memory" - specific 
details and facts such as remembering your way to work and the name of your pet dog. On the other hand 
“non-declarative" memory such as specific skills as riding a bicycle or playing snooker (things that 
need rehearsal before they are learned) are stored in the cerebellum. Neither structure will necessarily 
involve the other when dealing with their specific memories. 


Ramachandran gives a good description of an unfortunate chap known as "HM". In an attempt to cure 
his severe epilepsy his neurosurgeons removed parts of his brain - including both hippocampii. The 


unfortunate effect of this action was that HM was suddenly unable to form any new memory and became 
lost in time. 


Alzheimer's disease also tends to attack the hippocampus first before graduating onto other areas of the 
brain to affect other forms of memory. 


One curious experience I had when I was a student and supporting my income by a weekly nightshift in a 
local nursing home, reflects the curious role of memory and neurological function. 


Called to the first floor by the sounds of two women shrieking and screaming abuse, myself and a 
colleague found two elderly ladies fighting and attacking each other - one with a hairbrush, the other with 
a dinner fork. Both of these ladies had an advanced dementia; both needed full nursing care and both 
were prone to confusion. Neither had ever been anything other than "pleasantly confused" in their 
behaviour. 


Subsequently both women were seriously shaken and 
upset by their encounter (we never did discover what 
had triggered their confrontation) and within 5 minutes 
neither had any memory of the episode whatsoever. One 
lady quickly returned to her happily disorientated self. 
The other took to her bed in distress and could not be 
comforted in any way. Tragically, she cried virtually non- 
stop for 2 days and promptly died. Despite lacking any 
memory of the event it was clear that the upset caused by 
this event didn't leave her - probably it was the emotive 
portion of the "memory" that was laid in the amygdala 
that carried the fatal portion of the event for her. 


One effect of patients who have sustained damage to 
their hippocampus is that they can become virtually 
'fixed' in time. For example if the memory stopped being 
formed at the age of 24 then the individual at age forty 
might comment on how old his parents are looking, as though each time he meets them they have 
suddenly aged overnight. Also for these patients, looking at their own reflection can become quite a 
traumatic experience, each time they do it! For example, if the damage occurred at the age of 24 they 
never seem to progress beyond that age. 


In a similar vein, but not necessarily reflecting hippocampal function, Oliver Sacks gives an interesting 
report from one of his patients made famous by his work with 1-DOPA written up in "Awakenings" p83: 


When Rose did 'awaken' with the administration of l-DOPA in 1969, she was extremely excited and 
animated, but in a way that was strange. She spoke of Gershwin and other contemporaries as if they 
were still alive; of events in the mid-twenties as if they had just happened. She had obsolete 
mannerisms and turns of speech; she gave the impression of a 'flapper' come suddenly to life. We 
wondered if she was disorientated, if she knew where she was. I asked her various questions, and she 
gave mea succinct and chilling answer: "I can give you the date of pearl harbour," she said, "I can give 
you the date of Kennedy's assassination. I've registered it all - but none of it seems real. I know it's '69, I 


know I'm 64 - but I feel it's '26, I feel I'm 21. I've been a spectator for the last forty-three years' (There 
were many other patients who behaved, and even appeared, much younger than their years, as if their 
personalities, their processes of personal growth and becoming, had been arrested at the same time as 
their physical and mental processes.) 


However, ask these patients about their past (prior to the occurrence of the damage) and you will 
generally find that their long-term memory remains perfectly intact. In fact, from experience, it appears 
that some aspects of some patient's long-term memory retains far great clarity than in unaffected people - 
i propose that this might be in due to the lack of contamination of memory from recently laid down 
material. 


However, owing to the different areas that record memory such as the emotional recording carried out in 
the amygdala, some [non-visual (?)] aspects of memory do still appear to take place. For example one 
particular patient I nursed over a 6 week period on an orthopedic unit would not remember anyone on 
the ward, who they were or what they did. And yet her behaviour was always contextually appropriate for 
a patient with a broken leg and her responses to certain members of staff would reflect the ways she 'felt' 
for them - i.e. despite not remembering who they were she would report feeling "safe" with certain staff 
who were kinder than the staff with whom she felt "insecure" ( a couple of rather brash and 
inappropriately behaved staff). This lady had no awareness however that her memory was so poor and 
would happily confabulate stories to explain the differences between her expectations of things and what 
she came to experience. At all times she was able to respond to the audio-visual queues of her 
environment which would account for a lot of her ongoing understandings despite lack of new memory. 


British False Memory Society 
http:// www.bfms.org.uk/ 
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Walt Disney's Mars and Beyond: A Science Feature from Tomorrowland 
(comic panels) 1957. 


With our development of atomic power, we 
licked the biggest problem of space travel... 
THE ENORMOUS FUEL LOADS REQUIRED | 
| in chemically-powered racket ships. — 


The answers are OUT THERE...about 
thirty-five million miles away, even when 
Mars is at its nearest approach to us. An 
insurmountable distance? No... not today. 
Or, at least, not tomorrow. i 
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rockets to bring parts 


Using chemical fuel rockets ing parts 
“up to an orbit in the vacuum of space, this _ 
unusual ship can be assembled easily, with: : 
_out heavy structural problems to consider. 


Test missiles ore fired t 
sample this strange néw 
atmosphere. 


pi hà 


Now the first landing craft is moved into 
position. It is manned and ready. This is a 
crucial moment...THE FIRST HAZARDOUS 
DROP TO ANOTHER PLANET! 
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